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PREFACE.

The design of this work is to furnish, in a convenient form, a large num-

ber of suitable Hymns and choice Melodies, for family use, in the Morning

and Evening Devotions. Our fathers, as a general thing, used to make

singing an important part of their devotions. It is to be regretted, that

in this respect we have not followed more closely in their footsteps.

Two very desirable results followed this practice :—A subduing and

hallowing influence—which sacred melody, to a greater or less extent, al-

ways produces—was exerted in the family circle ; and effective, spirited

congregational singing was furnished in the churches.

The earlier members of our Church were excellent melodists ; and

multitudes were drawn to their places of worship by the sweet vocal

strains which were sure there to greet their ears. Notwithstanding the

effort that is made to make this part of our public devotions spirited and

enlivening, we signally fail. Excellent leaders, and well-instructed, power-

ful choirs, we certainly have. But how deficient must choir-singing neces-

sarily be, as a part of the devotional services of God's house ! While the

choir, in the absence of an organ, should lead, and produce the harmony

—

the people—yes, all the people—should sing, making melody in then*

hearts unto the Lord.

It is gratifying that the Churches, generally, are becoming more interested

in this subject, and are gradually returning to the better practice. The

only way to accomplish this fully is the cultivation of singing in the

family. Besides this, family singing in the morning and evening devotions

is delightful ! No more lovely spectacle can be presented on earth, than

the well-ordered, pious family, uniting together in songs of praise to God.

The Hymns in this work are taken mostly from our Standard Hymn-
Book. Selections from a variety of other sources have been made. A
few original Hymns were composed especially for the work.

The gentlemen who compiled our Church Hymn-Book have done the

Church great service, and themselves lasting honour, in their selection

and arrangement of Hymns for " Family Devotions." No Church

Psalmody in the land can compare with the Methodist Hymn-Book, m
this respect. These beautiful Hymns are inserted in " Family and Social
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Melodies," with tunes especially adapted to them. A large number of

Hymns is added for social occasions. Besides these, there is a selection

of favourite pieces for various occasions.

The Tunes in this work are for the most part plain and familiar airs,

suitable especially for family and social singing. A large number of them
are Chorals. They have been selected from the best composers of olden

and modern times. Together they present a great variety of metres, and

form a most choice collection of music.

For the convenience of those who use the Piano, Melodeon, Seraphine,

or Organ, in their family devotions, and are not professional players, the

Trebles are written on one staff.

The author acknowledges with pleasure his obligations to Messrs.

Lowell Mason, Thos. Hastings, I. B. Woodbury, W. B. Bradbury, C.

Dingley, and S. J. Goodenough, and their respective publishers, for per-

mission to use their tunes which appear in this work. He also expresses

his obligation to Horace Waters, Esq., of New York, for permission to use

as quartettes the Mother's Vow and Family Bible. These gentlemen,

though so often taxed for contributions of this kind, have shown their

usual and well-known courtesy.

The Music has been rewritten, and especially arranged for this work, by

Mr. Emil C. Gaebler, whose diligence in his profession must be crowned

with a rich harvest by and by. To his musical taste the author is indebted

for valuable selections and original compositions which enrich the work.

The author is not aware that he has used any copyright tune without

permission. Such are his views of literary property, that he would not

do this. Besides, he would dislike to appear—to say the least—so want-

ing in the courtesies of life. Still, as music books do not always give

credit—and as many tunes are published with different names, and a variety

of forms—he may have done so. If any such case occurs, and the author

or proprietor will be kind enough to point it out, the proper acknowledg-

ment shall be made, or, if required, the music shall be displaced.

This little work is sent forth, with the hope that it may meet the wants

of Christian families. If a copy of it be put into the hand of each mem-
ber of the household, and, after the Scripture lesson is read, all unite in

singing a Morning or Evening Hymn, the good effect of such a course

will soon be seen and felt in the family circle. And our children—par-

ticipating in the devotions—will, with pleasure, look for the hour of

Morning and Evening prayer.

Danbuby, Conn., March 4, 1853.
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The glo - ries of my God and King, The tri - umphs of his grace.
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General Invitation to praise the Redeemer.

1. for a thousand tongues, to sing

My great Redeemer's praise

;

The glories of my God and King,
The triumphs of his grace.

2. My gracious Master, and my God,
Assist me to proclaim,

—

To spread, through all the earth abroad,

The honours of thy Name.

3. Jesus ! the Name that charms our fears,

That bids our sorrows cease

;

;T is music in the sinner's ears,
;T is life, and health, and peace.

4. He breaks the power of cancell'd sin,

He sets the pris'ner free

;

His blood can make the foulest clean
;

His blood avail'd for me.

5. He speaks—and, listening to his voice,

New life the dead receive
;

The mournful, broken hearts rejoice;

The humble poor believe.

6. Hear him, ye deaf; his praise, ye dumb,
Your loosen'd tongues employ ;

Ye blind, behold your Saviour come

;

And leap, ye lame, for joy.
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2.

77jc fulness of God.

2. Thine, wholly thine, we pant to be
;

Our sacrifice receive

:

Made, and preserved, and saved by thee,

To thee ourselves we give.

3. Heavenward our every wish aspires,

For all thy mercy's store
;

The sole return thy love requires,

Is that we ask for more.

4. For more we ask ; we open then
Our hearts to' embrace thy will

;

Turn, and revive us, Lord, again

;

With all thy fulness fill.

5. Come, Holy Ghost, the Saviour's love
Shed in our hearts abroad

;

So shall we ever live, and move,
And be, with Christ in God.

3.

Tlie Lamb worshipped on earth and in Jieavcn.

1. Come, let us join our cheerful songs
With angels round the throne :

Ten thousand thousand are their tongues,

But all their joys are one.

2. Worthy the Lamb that died, they cry,

To be exalted thus

;

Worthy the Lamb, our hearts reply,

For he was slain for u*.

3. Jesus is worthy to receive

Honour and power divine
;

And blessings more than we can give,

Be, Lord, forever thine.

4. The whole creation join in one,

To bless the sacred Name
Of Him that sits upon the throne,

And to adore the Lamb.
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1. Forever here my rest shall be,

Close to thy bleeding side

;

This all my hope, and all my plea,

—

For me the Saviour died.

2. My dying Saviour, and my God,
Fountain for guilt and sin,

Sprinkle me ever with thy blood,

And cleanse and keep me clean.

3. Wash me, and make me thus thine own
Wash me, and mine thou art

;

Wash me, but not my feet alone,

—

My hands, my head, my heart.

4. The' atonement of thy blood apply,
Till faith to sight improve

;

Till hope in full fruition die,

And all my soul be love.

5.

Soul and body dedicated to the Lord.

1. Let Him, to whom we now belong,

His sovereign right assert

;

And take up every thankful song,

And every loving heart.

2. He justly claims us for his own,
Who bought us with a price

:

The Christian lives to Christ alone

;

To Christ alone he dies.

3. Jesus, thine own at last receive,

Fulfil our hearts' desire

;

And let us to thy glory live,

And in thy cause expire.

4. Our souls and bodies we resign

;

With joy we render thee

Our all,—no longer ours, but thine

To all eternity.
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That trembles in the breast.

What is prayer t

2. Prayer is the burden of a sigh,

—

The falling of a tear,

—

The upward glancing of an eye,

When none but God is near.

3. Prayer is the simplest form of speech

That infant lips can try

;

Prayer, the sublimest strains that reach

The Majesty on high.

4. Prayer is the Christian's vital breath,

The Christian's native air
;

His watchword at the gates of death,

—

He enters heaven with prayer.

5. Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice,

Returning from his ways

;

While angels, in their songs, rejoice,

And cry,—Behold, he prays

!

6. Thou, by whom we come to God,

The Life, the Truth, the Way—
The path of prayer thyself hast trod :

—

Lord, teach us how to pray

!
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&cref communion with God.

1. Sweet is the prayer whose holy stream
In earnest pleading flows

;

Devotion dwells upon the theme,
And warm and warmer glows.

2. Faith grasps the blessing she desires

;

Hope points the upward gaze
;

And Love, celestial Love, inspires

The eloquence of praise.

3. But sweeter far the still small voice,

Unheard by human ear,

When God has made the heart rejoice,

And dried the bitter tear.

4. No accents flow, no words ascend

;

All utt'ranee faileth there

;

But God himself doth comprehend,
And answer, silent prayer.

8.

Thy will be done.

1. Thy presence. Lord, the place shall fill

;

My heart shall be thy throne

;

Thy holy, just, and perfect will,

Shall in my flesh be done.

2. 1 thank thee for the present grace,

And now in hope rejoice
;

In confidence to see thy face,

And always hear thy voice.

3. 1 have the things I ask of thee

;

What more shall I require ?

That still my soul may restless be,

And only thee desire.

4. Thy only will be done, not mine,

But make me, Lord, thy home ;

Come as thou wilt, I that resign,

But 0, my Jesus, come !



10 FELLER. C. M.
CHORAL.

Arranged for this -work
By E. C. GAEJiLER.
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9.

27ie precious Name.

1. How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In a believer's ear

;

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds.
And drives away his fear.

2. It makes the wounded spirit whole,
And calms the troubled breast

;

'Tis manna to the wounded soul,

And to the weary, rest.

3. Dear Name, the rock on which I build,

My shield and hiding-place ;

My never-failing treasure, fill'd

With boundless stores of grace.

4. Jesus, my Shepherd, Saviour, Friend,
My Prophet, Priest, and King,

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,
Accept the praise I bring.

5. 1 would thy boundless love proclaim
With every fleeting breath

;

So shall the music of thy name
Refresh my soul in death.

10.
Tlie good pleasure of his will.

1. 1 know that my Redeemer lives,

And ever prays for me :

A token of his love he gives,

—

A pledge of liberty.

2. 1 find him lifting up my head;
He brings salvation near

;

His presence makes me free indeed,

And he will soon appear.

3. He wills that I should holy be

!

What can withstand his will?

The counsel of his grace in me
He surely shall fulfil.



FAMILY DEVOTIONS 11

4. Jesus, I hang upon thy word

;

I steadfastly believe

Thou wilt return, and claim me, Lord,

And to thyself receive.

5. When God is mine, and I am his,

Of paradise possess'd,

I taste unutterable bliss,

And everlasting rest.

11.

Divine guidance and safety.

1. Before thy mercy-seat, Lord,

Behold, thy servants stand,

To ask the knowledge of thy word,
The guidance of thy hand.

2. Let thy eternal truths, we pray,

Dwell richly in each heart

;

That from the safe and narrow way
We never may depart.

3. Lord, from thy word remove the seal,

Unfold its hidden store

;

And as we hear, may we feel

Its value more and more.

4. Help us to see the Saviour's love

Beaming from every page
;

And let the thoughts of joys above
Our inmost souls engage.

5. Thus while thy word our footsteps

Shall we be truly blest

;

[guides,

And safe arrive where love provides

An everlasting rest.

12.
Within the house ofprayer.

1. Great Shepherd of thy people, hear

;

Thy presence now display
;

We kneel within thy house of prayer

;

give us hearts to pray.

2. The clouds which veil thee from our
In pity, Lord, remove

;
[sight,

Dispose our minds to hear aright
The message of thy love.

3. Help us, with holy fear and joy,

To kneel before thy face

;

make us, creatures of thy power,
The children of thy grace.

13.

Confession, prayer, and praise.

1. Lord ! when we bend before thy throne,
And our confessions pour,
may we feel the sins we own,
And hate what we deplore.

2. Our contrite spirits pitying sec

;

True penitence impart:
And let a healing ray from thee
Beam peace into each heart.

3. When we disclose our wants in prayer,
let our wills resign

;

And not a thought our bosom share,

Which is not wholly thine.

4. And when with heart and voice we strive

Our grateful hymns to raise,

Let love divine within us live,

And fill our souls with praise.

5. Then, on thy glories while we dwell,

Thy mercies we '11 review

;

With love divine, transported, tell

—

Thou, God, art Father too

!

14.
The immensity of God's grace.

1. What shall I do my God to love?

My loving God to praise ? [prove,

The length, and breadth, and height to

And depth of sov'reign grace ?

2. Thy sov'reign grace to all extends, .

Immense and unconfined

;

From age to age it never ends

;

It reaches all mankind.

3. Throughout the world its breadth is

Wide as infinity :

—

[known,
So wide it never pass'd by one,

Or it had pass'd by me.

4. My trespass was grown up to heaven ;

But, far above the skies,

Through Christ abundantly forgiven,

1 see thy mercies rise.

5. The depth of all-redeeming love,

What angel tongue can tell?

may I to the utmost prove

The gift unspeakable

!
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Efficacy of the atoning blood.

1. There is a fountain fill'd with blood,

Drawn from Immanuel's veins
;

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood,

Lose all their guilty stains.

-#—#-

2. The dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain in his day

;

And there may I, though vile as he,

Wash all my sins away.

3. Thou dying Lamb ! thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power,

Till all the ransom'd Church of God
Are saved, to sin no more.

4. E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,

And shall be, till I die.

5. Then in a nobler, sweeter song,

I '11 sing thy power to save,

When this poor lisping, stamm'ring

Lies silent in the grave. [tongue,
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The minister's prayer ; The scandalof the cross.

1. Jesus, my strength and righteousness,

My Saviour and my King,
Triumphantly thy Name I bless,

—

Thy conqu'ring Name I sing.

2. Thou, Lord, hast magnified thy Name

;

Thou hast maintain'd thy cause

;

And I enjoy the glorious shame,

—

The scandal of thy cross.

3. Thou gavest me to speak thy word,
In the appointed hbur

;

I have prociaim'd my dying Lord,
And felt thy Spirit's power.

4. Superior to my foes I stood,

Above their smile or frown
;

On all the strangers to thy blood
With pitying love look'd down.

m £:?:

5. let me have thy presence still

;

Set as a flint my face,

To show the counsel of thy will,

Which saves a world by grace.

6. let me never blush to own
The glorious gospel word

;

Which saves a world through faith alone,

Faith in a dying Lord.

17.
Removing to a new habitation.

1. Great God, where'er we pitch our tent,

Let us an altar raise

;

And there with humble frame present

Our sacrifice of praise.

2. To thee we give our health and strength,

While health and strength shall last

;

For future mercies humby trust,

Nor e'er forget the past.
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18.
Morning : Confident security.

2. My soul, in pleasing wonder lost,

Thy boundless love surveys
;

And, fired with grateful zeal, prepares
A sacrifice of praise.

3. God leads me through the maze of sleep,

And brings me safe to light

;

And, with the same paternal care,

Conducts my steps till night.

4. When evening slumbers press mine eyes
With his protection blest,

In peace and safety I commit
My wearied limbs to rest.

5. My spirit, in his hand secure,

Fears no approaching ill

;

For, whether waking or asleep,

The Lord is with me still.

19.
Morning: TTiankfulness and trust.

1. Giver and guardian of our sleep,

To praise thy name we wake

:

Still, Lord, thy helpless servants keep,

For thine own mercy's sake.

2. The blessing of another day
We thankfully receive

;

may we only thee obey,

And to thy glory live.

3. Upon us lay thy mighty hand

;

Our words and thoughts restrain
;

And bow our souls to thy command,
Nor let our faith be vain.

4. Pris'ners of hope, we wait the hour
Which shall salvation bring :

When all we are shall own thy power,

And call our Jesus, King.
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20.
Evening: Gratitude and trust.

1. Great God, to thee my evening song
With gratitude I raise

;

let thy mercy tune my tongue,
And fill my heart with praise.

2. My days, unclouded as they pass,
And every fleeting hour,

Are monuments of -ivoiid'rous grace,

—

Of mercy, love, and poAver.

3. Thy love and power, celestial guard,
Preserve me from all harm

:

Can danger reach me while the Lord
Extends his mighty arm?

4. Let this blest hope mine eyelids close
;

With sleep refresh my frame

;

Safe in thy care may I repose,

And wake to praise thy Name.

21.

Evening: Kumberless mercies.

1. Now from the altar of our hearts

Let warmest thanks arise

;

Assist us, Lord, to offer up
Our evening sacrifice.

2. This day God was our sun and shield,

Our keeper and our guide
;

His care was on cur weakness shown,

—

His mercies multiplied.

3. Minutes and mercies multiplied,

Have made up all this day

;

Minutes came quick, but mercies were
More swift and free than they.

i. New time, new favours, and new joys,

Do a new song require
;

Till we shall praise thee as we would,

Accept our hearts' desire.
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22.
Morning: Self-consecration.

1. Once more, my soul, the rising day
Salutes thy waking eyes

;

Once more, my voice, thy tribute pay
To Him that rules the skies.

2. Night unto night his Name repeats,

The day renews the sound

;

"Wide as the heavens on which he sits,

To turn the seasons round.

3. 'T is he supports my mortal frame

;

My tongue shall speak his praise

;

My sins might rouse his wrath to flame,

But yet his wrath delays.

4. God, let all my hours be thine,

"Whilst I enjoy the light;

Then shall my sun in smiles decline,

And bring a peaceful night.

23.
Morning : the Sun of righteousness.

1. Awake, my soul, to meet the day

;

Unfold thy drowsy eyes,

And burst the heavy chain that binds

Thine active faculties.

2. God's guardian shield was round me
In my defenceless sleep

:

[spread

Let Him have all my waking hours
Who doth my slumbers keep.

3. Pardon, God, my former sloth,

And arm my soul with grace

;

As, rising, now I seal my vows
To prosecute thy ways.

4. Bright Sun of righteousness, arise

;

Thy radiant beams display

;

And guide my dark, bewilder'd soul,

To everlasting day.
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24.
Household consecration.

1. A household band, a favour'd one,

In prayer we bow the knee
;

Father, we come, we gladly come,
And offer all to thee.

2. For we are thine, forever thine,

We bless the claim so dear

;

We know thy gracious hand divine

Shelters the loved ones here.

3. Now at thy altar we unite,

Together chant thy Name

;

And ask for wisdom, that aright

We may thy love proclaim.

4. May this, our dwelling, be the place,

Where Jesus shall abide

—

And every inmate find the grace
That owns the Crucified.

5. May all our words and deeds declare

A heart sincere and true

;

Be this our daily, earnest prayer,
" What wilt thou have me doT

6. Then, when we leave love's Paradise,
Our Eden home below,

All meet again, beyond the skies,

A life in heaven to know.

25.
Morning : Grateful praise.

1. Lord of my life, may thy praise
Employ my noblest powers,

Whose goodness lengthens out my days,
And fills the circling hours.

2. While many spent the night in sighs,

And restless pains and woes,
In gentle sleep I closed my eyes,

And undisturb'd repose.

3. let the same almighty care
My waking hours attend

;

From every danger, every snare,

My heedless steps defend.

4. Smile on my minutes as they roll,

And guide my future days

;

And let thy goodness fill my soul
With gratitude and praise.

2

Ceaseless praise.

1. The glorious armies of the sky
To thee, almighty King,

Triumphant anthems consecrate,

And hallelujahs sing.

2. But still their most exalted flights

Fall vastly short of thee

;

How distant then must human praise
From thy perfections be

!

3. Yet how, my God, shall I refrain,

When, to my ravish'd sense,

Each creature everywhere around
Displays thy excellence ?

4. Thy num'rous works exalt thee, Lord,
Nor will I silent be

;

rather let me cease to breathe,

Than cease from praising thee.

27.
Rejoicing in hope.

1. Lift up your hearts to things above,
Ye foll'wers of the Lamb

;

And join with us to praise his love,

And glorify his Name.

2. To Jesus' Name give thanks and sing.

Whose mercies never end

:

Rejoice! rejoice! the Lord is King

;

The King is now our Friend.

3. We for his sake count all things loss

;

On earthly good look down
;

And joyfully sustain the cross,

Till we receive the crown.

4. let us stir each other up,

Our faith by works to' approve,

—

By holy, purifying hope,

And the sweet task of love.

5. Let all who for the promise wait,

The Holy Ghost receive
;

And, raised to our unsinning state,

With God in Eden live :—

6. Live, till the Lord in glory come,.

And wait his heaven to share

:

He now is fitting up your home ;

Go on, we '11 meet you there.
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To thee will I di - rect my prayer,—To thee lift up mine eye.

28.
Sunday Moiming : Preparing for public worship.

2. Up to the hills where Christ is gone,

To plead for all his saints

;

Presenting, at the Father's throne,

Our songs and our complaints.

3. Thou art a God before whose sight

The wicked shall not stand
;

Sinners shall ne'er be thy delight,

Nor dwell at thy right hand.

4. Now to thy house will I resort,

To taste thy mercies there

;

I will frequent thy holy court,

And worship in thy fear.

5. may thy Spirit guide my feet

In ways of righteousness

;

Make every path of duty straight

And plain before my face.

29.
The Sabbath—the type of everlasting rest.

1. Come, let us join with one accord

In hymns around the throne

;

This is the day our rising Lord
Hath made and call'd his own.

2. This is the day which God hath blest,

The brightest of the seven,

Type of that everlasting rest

The saints enjoy in heaven.

3. Then let us in his name sing on,

And hasten to that day
When our Redeemer shall come down,
And shadows pass away.

4. Not one, but all our days below,

Let us in hymns employ
;

And, in our Lord rejoicing, go

To his eternal joy.
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30.
The day improved.

1. This day the Lord hath call'd his own
j

Let us his praise declare,

Fix our desires on him alone,

And seek his face with prayer.

2. Lord, in thy love we would rejoice,

Which sets the sinner free,

And, with united heart and voice,

Devote these hours to thee.

3. Now let the world's delusive things

No more our thoughts employ,
But faith be taught to stretch her wings,

Tow'rd heaven's unfailing joy.

4. let these earthly Sabbaths, Lord,

Be to our welfare blest

;

The purest comfort here afford,

And fit us for our rest.

31.

We will rejoice and be glad in it.

1. This is the day the Lord hath made
;

earth, rejoice and sing:

Let songs of triumph hail the morn

;

Hosanna to our King

!

2. The Stone the builders set at naught,

That Stone has now become
The sure foundation, and the strength

Of Zion's heavenly dome.

3. Christ is that stone, rejected once,

And number'd with the slain

;

Now raised in glory, o'er his Church
Eternally to reign.

4. This is the day the Lord hath made
;

earth, rejoice and sing:

With songs of triumph hail the morn
;

Hosanna to our King

!

32.
In the Spirit on the Lord's day.

1. May I, throughout this day of thine,

Be in thy Spirit, Lord,

—

Spirit of humble fear divine,

That trembles at thy word.

2. Spirit of faith, my heart to raise,

And fix on things above
;

Spirit of sacrifice and praise,

Of holiness and love.

33.
I shall he satisfied when I awake in thy likeness.

1. Jesus, the all-restoring Word,
My fallen spirit's hope,

After thy lovely likeness, Lord,
Ah ! when shall I wake up ?

2. Thou, my God, thou only art

The Life, the Truth, the Way

;

Quicken my soul, instruct my heart,

My sinking footsteps stay.

3. Of all thou hast in earth below,
In heaven above, to give,

Give me thy only love to know,

—

In thee to walk and live.

4. Fill me with all the life of love
;

In mystic union join

Me to thyself, and let me prove
The fellowship divine.

0. Open the intercourse between
My longing soul and thee,

Never to be broke off again
To all eternity.

34.
The saints in glory.

1. Give me the wings of faith to rise

Within the veil, and see

The saints above, how great their joys,

How bright their glories be.

2. Once they were mourners here below,

And pour'd out cries and tears

;

They wrestled hard, as we do now,

With sins, and doubts, and fears.

3. 1 ask them whence their vict'ry came :

They, with united breath,

Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb,

—

Their triumph to his death.

4. They mark'd the footsteps that he trod

;

His zeal inspired their breast

;

And, foll'wing their incarnate God,

Possess the promised rest.

5. Our glorious Leader claims our praise

For his own pattern given

;

While the long cloud of witnesses

Show the same path to heaven.
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35.
Evening: Relying upon divine grace.

1. Lord, thou wilt hear me when I pray;
I am forever thine :

I fear before thee all the day,

Nor would I dare to sin.

2. And while I rest my weary head,

From cares and business free,

'T is sweet conversing on my bed
"With my own heart and thee.

3. 1 pay this evening sacrifice

;

And, when my work is done,

Great God, my faith, my hope relies

Upon thy grace alone.

4. Thus, with my thoughts composed to

I '11 give mine eyes to sleep
; [peace,

Thy hand in safety keeps my days,

And will my slumbers keep.

36.
Evening: Cheerful confidence.

1. In mercy, Lord, remember me,

Through all the hours of night,

And grant to me most graciously

The safeguard of thy might.

2. With cheerful heart I close mine eyes,

Since thou wilt not remove

:

0, in the morning let me rise

Kejoicing in thy love.

3. Or, if this night should prove my last,

And end my transient days ;

Lord, take me to thy promised rest,

"Where I may sing thy praise.

37.
Doxology.

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

Who sweetly all agree

To save a world of sinners lost,

Eternal glory be.
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38.
He died for thee.

1. Behold the Saviour of mankind
Nail'd to the shameful tree

;

How vast the love that him inclined

To bleed and die for thee !

2. Hark ! how he groans, while nature shakes,

And earth's strong pillars bend

;

The temple's veil in sunder breaks,

—

The solid marbles rend.

3.
JT is done ! the precious ransom's paid

!

Receive my soul ! he cries

:

See where he bows his sacred head

;

He bows his head, and dies.

4. But soon he '11 break death's envious

And in full glory shine

:

[chain,

Lamb of God, was ever pain,

Was ever love, like thine ?

39.
Lamenting spiritual sloth.

1. My drowsy powers, why sleep ye so?

Awake, my sluggish soul

:

Nothing hath half thy work to do,

Yet nothing 's half so dull.

2. Go to the ants ! for one poor grain

See how they toil and strive
;

Yet we who have a heaven to' obtain,

How negligent we live !

—

3. We, for whose sake all nature stands,

And stars their courses move
;

We, for whose guard the angel bands
Come flying from above :

—

4. We, for whom God the Son came down,
And labour'd for our good

;

How careless to secure that crown
He purchased with his blood

!

5. Lord, shall we live so sluggish still,

And never act our parts ?

Come, holy Dove, from the' heavenly hill,

And warm our frozen hearts

!

6. Give us with active warmth to move,
With vig'rous souls to rise

;

With hands of faith, and wings of love,

To fly and take the prize.

40.
Godly sorrow at the cross.

1. Alas ! and did my Saviour bleed ?

And did my Sov'reign die ?

Would he devote that sacred head
For such a worm as I ?

2. Was it for crimes that I have done,

He groan'd upon the tree ?

Amazing pity ! grace unknown

!

And love beyond degree

!

3. Well might the sun in darkness hide,

And shut his glories in,

When Christ, the mighty Maker, died,

For man, the creature's sin.

4. Thus might I hide my blushing face

While his dear cross appears

;

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,
And melt mine eyes to tears.

0. But drops of grief can ne'er repay
The debt of love I owe:

Here, Lord, I give myself away,

—

;T is all that I can do.

41.

The God of Bethel.

1. God of Bethel, by whose hand
The people still are fed,

Who, through this weary pilgrimage,

Hast all our fathers led :

—

2. Our vows, our prayers, we now present,

Before thy throne of grace

:

God of our fathers ! be the God
Of their succeeding race.

3. Through each perplexing path of life,

Our wand'ring footsteps guide ;

Give us each day our daily bread,

And all we need provide.

4. spread thy cov'ring wings around,

Till all our wand'rings cease,

And at our Father's loved abode,

Our souls arrive in peace.

5. Such blessings, from thy gracious hand,

Our humble prayers implore

;

And thou shalt be our chosen God,

Our portion evermore.
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42.
Retirement and meditation.

2. The calm retreat, the silent shade,

With prayer and praise agree

;

And seem by thy sweet bounty made
For those who follow thee.

3. There, if thy Spirit touch the soul,

And grace her mean abode,

with what peace, and joy, and love,

Does she commune with God

!

4. Author and Guardian of my life,

Sweet Source of light divine,

And all harmonious names in one,

My Saviour,—thou art mine

!

C. The thanks I owe thee, and the love,

A boundless, endless store,

Shall echo through the realms above
When time shall be no more.

43.
Evening— Sol ilude.

1. 1 love to steal awhile away
From every cumb'ring care,

And spend the hours of setting day
In humble, grateful prayer.

2. 1 love in solitude to shed
The penitential tear,

And all his promises to plead

Where none but God can hear.

3. 1 love to think on mercies past,

And future good implore,

—

And all my cares and sorrows cast

On Him whom I adore.

4. 1 love by faith to take a view
Of brighter scenes in heaven

;

The prospect doth my strength renew,

While here by tempests driven.



THE CLOSET

5. Thus, when life's toilsome day is o'er,

May its departing ray
Be calm as this impressive hour,

And lead to endless day.

44.
Enter into thy closet.

1. Father of Jesu3 Christ, my Lord,

I humbly seek thy face

;

Encouraged by the Saviour's word
To ask thy pard'ning grace.

2. Ent'ring into my closet, I

The busy world exclude

;

In secret prayer for mercy cry,

And groan to be renew'd.

3. Far from the paths of men, to thee
I solemnly retire

;

See, thou who dost in secret see,

And grant my heart's desire.

45.
Lamenting the absence of the Spirit

1. for a closer walk with God,

—

A calm and heavenly frame
;

A light to shine upon the road
That leads me to the Lamb.

2. Where is the blessedness I knew,
"When first I saw the Lord?

Where is the soul-refreshing view
Of Jesus and his word?

3. What peaceful hours I once enjoy'd!
How sweet their mem'ry still

!

But they have left an aching void
The world can never fill.

4. Return, holy Dove, return,
Sweet messenger of rest

:

I hate the sins that made thee mourn,
And drove thee from my breast.

5. The dearest idol I have known,
Whate'er that idol be,

Help me to tear it from thy throne,
And worship only thee.

6. So shall my walk be close with God,
Calm and serene my frame

;

So purer light shall mark the road
That leads me to the Lamb.

46.
Renewing the covenant.

1. Come, let us use the grace divine,

And all, with one accord,

In a perpetual cov'nant join

Ourselves to Christ the Lord ;

—

2. Give up ourselves, through Jesus' powe2*,

His Name to glorify

;

And promise, in this sacred hour,

For God to live and die.

3. The cov'nant we this moment make
Be ever kept in mind

;

We will no more our God forsake,

Or cast his words behind.

4. We never will throw off his fear,

Who hears our solemn vow

;

And if thou art well pleased to hear,

Come down, and meet us now.

5. Thee, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

Let all our hearts receive

;

Present with the celestial host,

The peaceful answer give.

6. To each the cov'nant blood apply,

Which takes our sins away

;

And register our names on high,

And keep us to that day.

47.
All His vjorks praise Him.

1. There seems a voice in every gale,

A tongue in every flower,

Which tells, Lord, the wondrous tale

Of thy almighty power.

2. The birds, that rise on quiv'ring wing,
Proclaim their Maker's praise,

And all the mingling sounds of spring

To thee an anthem raise.

3. Shall I be mute, great God, alone

'Midst nature's loud acclaim ?

Shall not my heart, with answ'ring tone,

Breathe forth thy holy name ?

4. All nature's debt is small to mine,

Nature shall cease to be

;

Thou gavest—proof of love divine

—

Immortal life to me.
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48.

Baptized into His death.

1. Jeans, we lift our souls to thee

;

Thy Holy Spirit breathe,

And let this little infant be
Baptized into thy death.

2. let thy unction on him rest,

Thy grace his soul renew,
And write within his tender breast

Thy name and nature too.

3. If thou shouldst quickly end his days,

His place with thee prepare

;

And if thou lengthen out his race,

Continue still thy care.

4. Thy faithful servant let him prove,

Begirt with truth divine

;

A sharer in thy dying love,

A follower of thine.

49.
The Lord's Prayer.

1. Our Father, God, who art in heaven,
All hallow'd be thy name

;

Thy kingdom come ; thy will be done
In heaven and earth the same.

2. Give us this day our daily bread;
And as we those forgive

Who sin against us, so may we
Forgiving grace receive.

3. Into temptation lead us not

;

From evil set us free

;

And thine the kingdom, thine the power,

And glory, ever be.

50.
We hail the Sabbath-day.

Great God, we hail the sacred day
Which thou hast call'd thine own;

With joy the summons we obey,

To worship at thy throne.



MARTYRDOM. C. M. H. WIL30N. 25

s;
:a=3: |g a\a J I g IJ [,

t**>, ii» ,iu> ft»\k ft; ji ; i

My span of life will soon be done, The pass- ing moments say

;

"tftj-L. J i» r i"f[„ir i

"
r i
-jJ

n lit 1

:23rzS±ar=2t: |g :dz:*rst

3

=513
::s:

i, Ti t—-h

f
'

° V '-y rr nr^
As length'ning shadows o'er the mead, Pro - claim the close of day.

:L:iin-Ur~^:t=:=^-|=Ea:f^z^f==^±a=P
51-

Deliverance is at hand.

1. My span of life will soon be done,

The passing moments say

;

As length'ning shadows o'er the mead,
Proclaim the close of day.

2. that my heart might dwell aloof

From all created things
;

And learn that wisdom from above,

Whence true contentment springs.

3. Courage, my soul ; thy bitter cross,

In every trial here,

Shall bear thee to thy heaven above,
But shall not enter there.

4. The sighing ones, that humbly seek
In sorrowing paths below,

Shall in eternity rejoice,

Where endless comforts flow.

5. Soon will the toilsome strife be o'er,

Of sublunary care,

And life's dull vanities no more
This anxious breast ensnare.

6. Courage, my soul ; on God rely
;

Deliv'rance soon will come
;

A thousand ways has Providence
To bring believers home.

52.
The blood applied.

1. In answer to ten thousand prayers,

Thou pard'ning God, descend :

Number me with salvation's heirs,

—

My sins and troubles end.

2. Nothing I ask or want beside,

Of all in earth or heaven :

But let me feel thy blood applied,

And live and die forgiven.
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J7is sympathizing love.

1. With joy we meditate the grace

Of our High Priest above

;

His heart is made of tenderness,

His bowels melt with love.

2. Touch'd with a sympathy within,

He knows our feeble frame

;

He knows what sore temptations mean,
For he hath felt the same.

3. He, in the days of feeble flesh,

Pour'd out strong cries and tears,

And in his measure feels afresh

What every member bears.

4. He '11 never quench the smoking flax,

But raise it to a flame;

The bruised reed he never breaks,

Nor scorns the meanest name.

5. Then let our humble faith address

His mercy and his power

;

We shall obtain deliv'ring grace

In every trying hour.
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. 54.
The heavenly Canaan.

1. There is a land of pure delight,

Where saints immortal reign
;

Infinite day excludes the night,

And pleasures banish pain.

2. There everlasting spring abides,

And never-with'ring flowers

:

Death, like a narrow sea, divides

This heavenly land from ours.

3. Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood

Stand dress'd in living green;
So to the Jews old Canaan stood,

While Jordan roll'd between.

4. Could we but climb where Moses stood,

And view the landscape o'er, [flood,

Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold

Should fright us from the shore.

55.
The hope of our high calling.

1. What is our calling's glorious hope,

But inward holiness '?

For this to Jesus I look up
;

I calmly wait for this.

2. 1 wait till he shall touch me clean,

—

Shall life and power impart

;

Give me the faith that casts out sin,

And purifies the heart.

8. This is the dear redeeming grace,

For every sinner free

;

Surely it shall on me take place,

The chief of sinners,—me.

4. From all iniquity, from all,

He shall my soul redeem

;

In Jesus I believe, and shall

Believe myself to him.

5. When Jesus makes my heart his home,
My sin shall all depart ;

—

And, lo ! he saith, I quickly come,
To fill and rule thy heart.

6. Be it according to thy word;
Redeem me from all sin

;

My heart would now receive thee, Lord

;

Come in, my Lord, come in

!

56.
Goodness and mercy.

1. Let every tongue thy goodness speak,

Thou sov'reign Lord of all

;

Thy strength'ninghands uphold the weak,
And raise the poor that fall.

2. When sorrows bow the spirit down,
When virtue lies distress'd,

Beneath the proud oppressor's frown,

Thou giv'st the mourner rest.

3. Thou know'st the pains thy servants

Thou hear'st thy children's cry
;

[feel,

And their best wishes to fulfil,

Thy grace is ever nigh.

4. Thy mercy never shall remove
From men of heart sincere :

Thou sav'st the souls whose humble love

Is join 'd with holy fear.

0. My lips shall dwell upon thy praise,

And spread thy fame abroad :

Let all the sons of Adam raise

The honours of their God.

57.

God, the only object of worship.

1. God, our strength, to thee our song
With grateful hearts we raise

;

To thee, and thee alone, belong

All worship, love, and praise.

2. In trouble's dark and stormy hour,

Thine ear hath heard our prayer
;

And graciously thine arm of power
Hath saved us from despair.

3. And thou, ever gracious Lord,

Wilt keep thy promise still,

If, meekly heark'ning to thy word,

We seek to do thy will.

4. Led by the light thy grace imparts,

Ne'er may we bow the knee
To idols, which our wayward hearts

Set up instead of thee.

5. So shall thy choicest gifts, Lord,

Thy faithful people bless

;

For them shall earth its stores afford,

And heaven its happiness.
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«4< evening time it shall be light.

1. We journey through a vale of tears,

By many a cloud o'ercast

;

And worldly cares, and worldly fears,

Go with us to the last.

2. Not to the last ! Thy word hath said,

Could we but read aright,

—

Poor pilgrim, lift in hope thy head

;

At eve it shall be light

!

3. Though earth-born shadows now may
Thy thorny path awhile, [shroud

God's blessed word can part each cloud,

And bid the sunshine smile.

4. Only believe, in living faith,

His love and power divine
;

And ere thy sun shall set in death,

His light shall round thee shine.

5. When tempest clouds are dark on high,

His bow of love and peace

Shines sweetly in the vaulted sky,

—

A pledge that storms shall cease.

6. Hold on thy way, with hope unchiU'd,

By faith and not by sight,

And thou shalt own his word fulfill'd,

—

At eve it shall be light.

59.
Steadfast faith.

1. My God, I know, I feel thee mine,

And will not quit my claim,

Till all I have is lost in thine,

And all renew'd I am.

2. 1 hold thee with a trembling hand,

And will not let thee go,

Till steadfastly by faith I stand,

And all thy goodness know.
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60.
Angelic guardianship.

1. All praise to Him who dwells in bliss,

Who made both day and night

;

Whose throne is in the vast abyss
Of uncreated light.

2. Each thought and deed his piercing
With strictest search survey

;
[eyes

The deepest shades no more disguise,
Than the full blaze of day.

3. Whom thou dost guard, King of kings,
No evil shall molest:

Under the shadow of thy wings
Shall they securely rest.

4. Thy angels shall around their beds
Their constant stations keep

;

Thy faith and truth shall shield their

For thou dost never sleep. [heads,

5. May we with calm and sweet repose,

And heavenly thoughts refresh'd,

Our eyelids with the morn unclose,

And bless Thee, ever blest.

61.

Preciousness of the Bible.
'

1. How precious is the book divine,

By inspiration given

;

Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine,

To guide our souls to heaven.

2. It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts,

In this dark vale of tears

;

And life, and light, and joy imparts,
And banishes our fears.

3. This lamp, through all the tedioug

Of life, shall guide our way ; [night

Till we behold the clearer light

Of an eternal day.
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62.
Man frail— Cod eternal.

1. God, our help in ages past,

Our hope for years to come,
Our shelter from the stormyblast,

And our eternal home :

—

2. Under the shadow of thy throne
Still may we dwell secure

;

Sufficient is thine arm alone,

And our defence is sure.

3. Before the hills in order stood,

Or earth received her frame,

From everlasting thou art God,

To endless years the same.

4. A thousand ages, in thy sight,

Are like an evening gone ;

Short as the watch that ends the night,

Before the rising sun.

5. Time, like an ever-rolling stream,
Bears all its sons away

;

They fly, forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the opening day.

G. The busy tribes of flesh and blood,

With all their cares and fears,

Are carried downward by the flood,

And lost in foll'wing years.

7. God, our help in ages past,

Our hope for years to come

;

Be thou our guide while life shall last,

And our perpetual home

!

63.
Death of children.

1. Thy life I read, my gracious Lord,

With transport all divine;

Thine image trace in every word,

Thy love in every line.
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2. Methinks I see a thousand charms
Spread o'er thy lovely face,

While infants in thy tender arms
Receive the smiling grace.

3. 1 take these little lambs, said he,

And lay them in my breast

;

Protection they shall find in me,
In me be ever blest.

4. Death may the bands of life unloose,
But can't dissolve my love

;

Millions of infant souls compose
The family above.

5. His -words the happy parents hear,

And shout, with joys divine,

—

Saviour, all we have and are
Shall be forever thine.

64.
TTniomrkd earnestness.

1. Father, I stretch my hands to thee;
No other help I know

:

If thou withdraw thyself from me,
Ah ! whither shall I go ?

2. What did thine only Son endure,
Before I drew my breath !

What pain, what labour, to secure
My soul from endless death !

3. Jesus, could I this believe,

I now should feel thy power

;

And all my wants thou wouldst relieve,

In this accepted hour.

4. Author of faith ! to thee I lift

My weary, longing eyes :

let me now receive that gift,

—

My soul without it dies.

5. Surely thou canst not let me die

;

speak, and I shall live

;

And here I will unwearied lie,

Till thou thy Spirit give.

6. How would my fainting soul rejoice,

Could I but see thy face

;

Now let me hear thy quick'ning voice,

And taste thy pard'ning grace.

65.
The only solace in sorroio.

1. thou who driest the mourner's tear,

How dark this world would be,

If, when deceived and wounded here,

We could not fly to thee.

2. The friends who in our sunshine live,

When winter comes, are flown

;

And he who has but tears to give,

Must weep those tear3 alone.

3. But Christ can heal that broken heart,

Which, like the plants that throw
Their fragrance from the wounded part,

Breathes sweetness out of wo.

4. who could bear life's stormy doom,
Did not His wing of love

Come brightly wafting through the gloom,
Our peace-branch from above !

5. Then sorrow, touch'd by Him, grows
With more than rapture's ray

;
[bright,

As darkness shows us worlds of light,

We never saw by day.

66.
Boast not thyself of to-morrow.

1. Why should we boast of time to come,
Though but a single day ?

This hour may fix our final doom,
Though strong, and young, and gay.

2. The present we should now redeem

;

This only is our own

;

The past, alas ! is all a dream

;

The future is unknown.

3. 0, think what vast concerns depend
Upon a moment's space,

When life and all its cares shall end
In vengeance or in grace

!

4. for that power which melts the heart,

And lifts the soul on high,

Where sin, and grief, and death depart,

And pleasures never die.

5. There we with ecstasy shall fall

Before Immanuel's feet

;

And hail him as our All in all,

In happiness complete.
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Jn deep affliction.

1.0 God, who madest earth and sky,

The darkness and the day,

Give ear to this thy family,

And help us when we pray :

—

2. For wild the waves of bitterness

Around our vessel roar,

And heavy grows the pilot's heart,

To view the rocky shore.

3. The cross our Master bore for us,

For him we fain would bear

;

But mortal strength to weakness turns,

And courage to despair.

4. Have mercy on our failings, Lord

;

Our sinking faith renew

;

And when thy sorrows visit us,

send thy patience too.

68.
OverwTielming grief.

1. Thou, who in the olive shade,

When the dark hour came on,

Didst, with a breath of heavenly aid,

Strengthen thy suffering Son,

—

2. 0, by the anguish of that night,

Send us down blest relief;

Or, to the chasten'd, let thy might
Hallow this whelming grief.

3. And thou, that, when the starry sky

Saw the dread strife begun,

Didst teach adoring faith to cry,

—

Father, thy will be done :

—

4. By thy meek Spirit, thou, of all

That e'er have mourn'd the chief,

Blest Saviour, if the stroke must fall,

Hallow this whelming grief.
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69.
Acquiescence in the divine will.

1. Author of good, we rest on thee

:

Thine ever watchful eye

Alone our real wants can see,

—

Thy hand alone supply.

2. In thine all-gracious providence

Our cheerful hopes confide

;

let thy power be our defence,

—

Thy love our footsteps guide.

3. And since, by passion's force subdued,

Too oft, with stubborn will,

We blindly shun the latent good,

And grasp the specious i*il,

—

4. Not what we wish, but what we want,
Let mercy still supply :

The good unask'd, Father, gTant

;

The ill, though ask'd, deny.

70.
Certainty of the resurrection dispels the gloom

of the grave.

1

.

Why do we mourn for dying friends,

Or shake at death's alarms ?
;T is but the voice that Jesus sends,

To call them to his arms.

2. Are we not tending upward too,

As fast as time can move ?

Nor should we wish the hours more slow,

To keep us from our Love.

3. Why should we tremble to convey
Their bodies to the tomb?

There once the flesh of Jesus lay,

And left a long perfume.

4. The graves of all his saints he blest,

And soften 'd every bed

:

Where should the dying members rest,

But with their dying Head ?

5. Thence he arose, ascending high,

And show'd our feet the way
;

Up to the Lord our flesh shall fly,

At the great rising day.

6. Then let the last, loud trumpet sound,

And bid our kindred rise :

—

Awake, ye nations under ground

;

Ye saints, ascend the skies.

3

71.

Pray without ceasing.

1. Shepherd divine, our wants relieve

In this our evil day
;

To all thy tempted foll'wers give

The power to watch and pray.

2. Long as our fiery trials last,

—

Long as the cross we bear,

—

let our souls on thee be cast

In never-ceasing prayer.

3. Till thou thy perfect love impart

;

Till thou thyself bestow,

Be this the cry of every heart,

—

I will not let thee go ;

—

4. 1 will not let thee go, unless
Thou tell thy name to me

;

With all thy great salvation bless,

And make me all like thee.

. 5. Then let me on the mountain-top
Behold thy open face

;

Where faith in sight is swallow'd up,

And prayer in endless praise.

72.
Vanity of earthly enjoyments.

1. How vain are all things here below

;

How false, and yet how fair

!

Each pleasure hath its poison too,

And every sweet a snare.

2. The brightest things below the sky
Give but a flatt'ring light

;

We should suspect some danger nigh,

Where we possess delight.

3. Our dearest joys, and nearest friends,.

The partners of our blood,

How they divide our wav'ring minds,
And leave but half for God.

4. The fondness of a creature's love,

How strong it strikes the sense;

Thither the warm affections move,
Nor can we call them thence.

5. My Saviour, let thy beauties be

My soul's eternal food

;

And grace command my heart away
From all created good.
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73.
2%e goodly city in prospect.

1. Jerusalem ! my happy home !

Name ever dear to me

!

When shall my labours have an end,

In joy, and peace in thee?

2. when, thou city of my God,

Shall I thy courts ascend,

Where congregations ne'er break up,

And Sabbath has no end?

3. Why should I shrink at pain and wo ?

Or feel, at death, dismay?
I 've Canaan's goodly land in view,

And realms of endless day.

4. Apostles, martyrs, prophets there,

Around my Saviour stan-1

;

And soon my friends in Christ below
Will join the glorious band.

[For the, last half of the tune.']

5. Jerusalem ! my happy home !

My soul still pants for thee
;

Then shall my labours have an end,

When I thy joys shall see.

74.
The rapture of love.

1. 't is delight without alloy,

Jesus, to hear thy name :

My spirit leaps with inward joy;
I feel the sacred flame.

2. My passions hold a pleasing reign,

When love inspires my breast,

—

Love, the divinest of the train,

The sov'reign of the rest.

3. This is the grace must live and sing,

When faith and hope shall cease,

And sound from every joyful string

Through all the realms of bliss.
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4. Swift I ascend the heavenly place,

And hasten to my home
;

I leap to meet thy kind embrace

;

I come, Lord, I come.

5. Sink down, ye separating hills

;

Let sin and death remove
;

'T is love that drives my chariot wheels,
And death must yield to love.

75.
TJie full assurance of hope.

1. How happy every child of grace,

Who knows his sins forgiven

!

This earth, he cries, is not my place

I seek my place in heaven :

A country far from mortal sight,

Yet, 0, by faith I see

;

The land of rest, the saints' delight,

—

The heaven prepared for me.

2. what a blessed hope is ours

!

While here on earth we stay.

We more than taste the heavenly powers,

And ante-date that day

:

We feel the resurrection near,

—

Our Kfe in Christ conceal'd,

—

And with his glorious presence here

Our earthen vessels fill'd.

3. would he more of heaven bestow !

And when the vessels break,

Let our triumphant spirits go

To grasp the God we seek

;

In rapt'rous awe on Him to gaze,

Who bought the sight for me

;

And shout and wonder at his grace

To all eternity.
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From the Dulcimer, by permission.
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Lord, help my unbelief.

3. My soul obeys the gracious call,

And runs to this relief;

I would believe thy promise, Lord

;

help my unbelief!

4. To the blest fountain of thy blood,

Incarnate God, I fly

;

Here let me wash my guilty soul

From crimes of deepest dye.

5. A guilty, weak, and helpless worm,
Into thine arms I fall

;

Be thou my strength and righteousness,

—

My Jesus, and my all.

77.
The resolution.

] . Come, humble sinner, in whose breast

A thousand thoughts revolve

—

Come, with your guilt and fear oppress'd,

And make this last resolve :

—

2. 1 '11 go to Jesus, though my sin

Like mountains round me close

;

I know his courts, I '11 enter in,

"Whatever may oppose.

3. Prostrate I '11 lie before his throne,

And there my guilt confess

;

I '11 tell him, I 'm a wretch undone
Without his sov'reign grace.

4. Perhaps he will admit my plea,

Perhaps will hear my prayer

;

But, if I perish, I will pray,

And perish only there.

5. 1 can but perish if I go

—

I am resolved to try
;

For if I stay away, I know
I must forever die.
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Remember me !

2. If, for thy sake, upon my name
Reproach and shame shall be,

I '11 hail reproach, and welcome shame

;

Lord, remember me.

3. When worn with pain, disease, and
This feeble body see

;

[grief,

Grant patience, rest, and kind relief;

Lord, remember me.

4. When, in the solemn hour of death,

1 wait thy just decree,

Be this the prayer of my last breath,

—

Lord, remember me.

5. And when before thy throne I stand,
And lift my soul to thee,

Then, with the saints at thy right hand,
Lord, remember me.

79.
Tlie believer's rest.

1. Lord, I believe a rest remains
To all thy people known

;

A rest where pure enjoyment reigns,

And thou art loved alone

:

2. A rest where all our soul's desire

Is fix'd on things above;
Where fear, and sin, and grief expire,

Cast out by perfect love.

3. that I now the rest might know,
Believe, and enter in :

Now, Saviour, now the power bestow,
And let me cease from sin.

4. Remove this hardness from my heart

This unbelief remove

:

To me the rest of faith impart,

—

The Sabbath of thy love.
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80.
Glory to God in the highest.

1. Mortals, awake, with angels join,

And chant the solemn lay ;

Joy, love, and gratitude combine,

To hail the' auspicious day.

2. In heaven the rapt'rous song began,

And sweet seraphic fire

Through all the shining legions ran,

And strung and tuned the lyre.
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3. Swift through the vast expanse it flew,

And loud the echo roll'd
;

The theme, the song, the joy, was new,

—

;T was more than heaven could hold.

4. Down through the portals of the sky
The' impetuous torrent ran

;

And angels flew, with eager joy,

To bear the news to man.

5. With joy the chorus we repeat,

—

Glory to God on high !

Good-will and peace are now complete

—

Jesus was born to die.

G. Hail, Prince of life, forever hail

!

Redeemer, Brother, Friend !

Though earth, and time, and life shall

Thy praise shall never end. [fail,

7. Hark ! the cherubic armies shout,

And glory leads the song

:

Good-will and peace are heard throughout
The' harmonious heav'nly throng.

81.

Prayer for our native land.

1. Lord, while for all mankind we pray,

Of every clime and coast,

hear us for our native land,

—

The land we love the most.

2. guard our shores from every foe

;

With peace our borders bless

—

Our cities with prosperity,

Our fields with plenteousness.

3. Unite us in the sacred love

Of knowledge, truth, and thee
;

And let our hills and valleys chant
The songs of liberty.

4. Lord of the nations, thus to thee
Our country we commend

;

Be thou her refuge and her trust

—

Her everlasting friend.

82.
Gratitude.

1. When all thy mercies, my God,
My rising soul surveys,

Transported with the view I'm lost

In wonder, love, and praise.

2. how can words with equal warmth
The gratitude declare,

That glows within my ravish'd heart?

—

But thou canst read it there.

3. To all my weak complaints and cries,

Thy mercy lent an ear,

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learn'd

To form themselves in prayer.

4. When in the slipp'ry paths of youth,
With heedless steps I ran

;

Thine arm, unseen, convey'd me safe,

And led me up to man.

5. Through hidden dangers, toils, and
It gently clear'd my way

;
[deaths,

And through the pleasing snares of vice,

More to be fear'd than they.

6. Through every period of my life

Thy goodness I '11 pursue
;

And after death, in distant worlds,
The pleasing theme renew.

7. Through all eternity to thee

A grateful song I '11 raise

;

But ! eternity 's too short

To utter all thy praise.

83.

Tlie earnest pledge ofjoys to come.

1. Why should the children of a King
Go mourning all their days '?

Great Comforter, descend and bring
The tokens of thy grace.

2. Host thou not dwell in all thy saints,

And seal the heirs of heaven ?

When wilt thou banish my complaints,

And show my sins forgiven ?

3. Assure my conscience of her part
In the Redeemer's blood

;

And bear thy witness with my heart,

That I am born of God.

4. Thou art the earnest of his love,

—

The pledge of joys to come ;

May thy blest wings, celestial Dove,

Safely convey me home.
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84.
United,—though separated.

2. Join'd in one spirit to our Head,
"Where he appoints we go

;

And still in Jesus' footsteps tread,

And show his praise below.

3. may we ever walk in him,
And nothing know beside,

—

Nothing desire, nothing esteem,

But Jesus crucified.

4. Closer and closer let us cleave

To his beloved embrace

;

Expect his fulness to receive,

And grace to answer grace.

5. Partakers of the Saviour's grace,

The same in mind and heart,

Nor joy, nor grief, nor time, nor place,

Nor life, nor death can part.

6. Then let us hasten to the day
Which shall our flesh restore ;

When death shall all be done away,
And bodies part no more.

85.
Communion with saints in heaven.

1. Come, let us join our friends above,

That have obtain'd the prize

;

And on the eagle wings of love

To joys celestial rise.

2. Let all the saints terrestrial sing,

With those to glory gone

;

For all the servants of our King,

In earth and heaven, are one.

3. One family we dwell in Him,
One Church above, beneath,

Though now divided by the stream,

The narrow stream, of death.
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4. One army of the living God,
To his command we bow

;

Part of his host have cross'd the flood,

And part are crossing now.

5. Ten thousand to their endless home
This solemn moment fly

;

And we are to the margin come,
And we expect to die.

6. His militant embodied host,

With wishful looks we stand,

And long to see that happy coast,

And reach the heavenly land.

86.
" Suffer little children to come vnto me."

1. Around the blessed Lord of life

When little ones would stay,

Our Lord's disciples, in the strife,

Commanded them away.

2. " Nay ! suffer them to come to me :

And blessed be the spot

:

Of such the pure in heaven shall be

;

Ye men, forbid them not \"

3. Then I, in life's ascending suns,

Would near that Saviour be
;

For he who loved the little ones,

I know will smile on me.

4. 1 fain would hear that gentle voice,

The soothing words it said,

Which bade the broken heart rejoice,

And woke the sleeping dead.

5. 0, may the love to do His will

Become my daily food
;

And with desire my young heart fill,

Forever to be good.

87.
TIic kingdoms are but one.

1. Happy the souls to Jesus join'd,

And saved by grace alone
;

Walking in all his ways, they find

Their heaven on earth begun.

2. The Church triumphant in thy love,

Their mighty joys we know

:

They sing the Lamb in hymns above,
And we in hymns below.

3. Thee in thy glorious realm they praise,

And bow before thy throne

;

We in the kingdom of thy grace :

The kingdoms are but one.

4. The holy to the holiest leads,

And thence our spirits rise

;

For he that in thy statutes treads,

Shall meet thee in the skies.

88.
The prospect joyous.

1. And let this feeble body fail,

And let it faint or die

;

My soul shall quit the mournful vale,

And soar to worlds on high :

2. Shall join the disembodied saints,

And find its long-sought rest,

—

That only bliss for which it pants,

In the Redeemer's breast.

3. In hope of that immortal crown
I now the cross sustain,

And gladly wander up and down,
And smile at toil and pain

:

4. 1 suffer on my threescore years,

Till my Deliv'rer come,
And wipe away his servant's tears,

And take his exile home.

89.
The prospect joyous,—continued.

1. what hath Jesus bought for me

!

Before my ravish'd eyes
Rivers of life divine I see,

And trees of Paradise :

2. 1 see a world of spirits bright,

Who taste the pleasures there

;

They all are robed in spotless white,

And conqu'ring palms they bear.

3. what are all my sufferings here,

If, Lord, thou count me meet
With that enraptured host to' appear,

And worship at thy feet

!

4. Give joy or grief, give ease or pain,

Take life or friends away,
But let me find them all again

In that eternal day.
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90.
GW my all-sufficient portion.

2. What empty things are all the skies,

And this inferior clod

!

There 's nothing here deserves my joys,

There 's nothing like my God.

3. To thee I owe my wealth, and friends,

And health, and safe abode

:

Thanks to thy Name for meaner things;

But they are not my God.
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4. How vain a toy is glitt'ring wealth,

If once compared to thee

;

Or what 's my safety, or my health,

Or all my friends to me ?

5. Were I possessor of the earth,

And call'd the stars my own,
"Without thy graces and thyself,

I were a wretch undone.

6. Let others stretch their arms like seas,

And grasp in all the shore

;

Grant me the visits of thy grace,

And I desire no more.

91.
Triumphant joy.

1. My God, the spring of all my joys,

The life of my delights,

The glory of my brightest days,

And comfort of my nights :

—

2. In darkest shades, if thou appear,
My dawning is begun

;

Thou art my soul's bright morning star,

And thou my rising sun.

3. The opening heavens around me shine
With beams of sacred bliss,

If Jesus shows his mercy mine,
And whispers I am his.

4. My soul would leave this heavy clay
At that transporting word,

Run iip with joy the shining way,
To see and praise my Lord.

5. Fearless of hell and ghastly death,
I 'd break through every foe

;

The wings of love and arms of faith

Would bear me conqu'ror through.

92.
Endless bliss in prospect.

1. A stranger in the world below,
I calmly sojourn here;

Nor can its happiness or wo
Provoke my hope or fear :

—

2. Its evils in a moment end

;

Its joys as soon are past

:

But 0, the bliss to which I tend
Eternally shall last.

93.
Full felicity.

1. Our old companions in distress
We haste again to see,

And eager long for our release,

And full felicity.

2. E'en now, by faith, we join our hands
With those that went before

;

And greet the blood-besprinkled bands
On the eternal shore.

3. Our spirits too shall quickly join,

Like theirs with glory crown'd,
And shout to see our Captain's sign,

To hear his trumpet sound.

4. Lord Jesus, be our constant guide

:

And, when the word is given,
Bid death's cold flood its waves divide,

And land us safe in heaven.

94.
Perfect harmony and joy unspeakable.

1. All praise to our redeeming Lord,
Who joins us by his grace,

And bids us, each to each restored,

Together seek his face.

2. He bids us build each other up
;

And, gather'd into one,

To our high calling's glorious hope,

We hand in hand go on.

3. The gift which he on one bestows,
We all delight to prove

;

The grace through every vessel flows,

In purest streams of love.

4. E'en now we think and speak the same,
And cordially agree,

—

United alk through Jesus' name,
In perfect harmony.

5. We all partake the joy of one
;

The common peace we feel

;

A peace to sensual minds unknown,—
A joy unspeakable.

6. And if our fellowship below
In Jesus be so sweet,

What height of rapture shall we know
When round his throne we meet

!
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95.
Ufs quickening power.

2. Look how we grovel here below,

Fond of these earthly toys

;

Our souls, how heavily they go,

To reach eternal joys.

3. Tn vain we tune our formal songs,-

In vain we strive to rise
;

Hosannas languish on our tongues,

And our devotion dies.

4. Father, and shall we ever live

At this poor dying rate;

Our love so faint, so cold to thee,

And thine to us so great ?

5. Come, Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove,

With all thy quick'ning powers

;

Come, shed abroad a Saviour's love,

And that shall kindle ours.

96.
Love. Vie test of disciplsship.

1. Our God is love ; and all his saints

His image bear below

:

The heart with love to God inspired,

With love to man will glow.

2. None who are truly born of God
Can live in enmity

;

Then may we love each other, Lord,

As we are loved by thee.

3. Heirs of the same immortal bliss,

Our hopes and fears the same,

With bonds of love our hearts unite,

With mutual love inflame.

4. So may the unbelieving world
See how true Christians love

;

And glorify our Saviour's grace,

And seek that grace to prove.
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97.
Light shining out of darkness.

1. God moves in a mysterious way,
His wonders to perform

;

He plants his footsteps in the sea,

And rides upon the storm,

2. Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never-failing skill,

He treasures up his bright designs,

And works his sov'reign will.

3. Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take :

The clouds ye so much dread

Are big with mercy, and shall break
In blessings on your head.

4. Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,

But trust him for his grace

;

Behind a frowning providence

He hides a smiling face.

5. His purposes will ripen fast,

Unfolding every hour

:

The bud may have a bitter taste,

But sweet will be the flower.

6. Blind unbelief is sure to err,

And scan his work in vain :

God is his own interpreter,

And he will make it plain.

98.
Sin Jcills beyond the tomb.

1. Vain man, thy fond pursuits forbear

;

Repent, thine end is nigh

;

Death, at the farthest, can't be far

:

think before thou die.

2. Reflect, thou hast a soul to save

;

Thy sins, how high they mount

!

What are thy hopes beyond the grave ?

How stands that dark account ?

3. Death enters, and there 's no defence

;

His time there 's none can tell

;

He '11 in a moment call thee hence,

To heaven, or down to hell.

4. Thy flesh (perhaps thy greatest care)

Shall into dust consume
;

But, ah ! destruction stops not there

—

Sin kills beyond the tomb.

99.
Tfie vjandercr recalled.

1. Return, wanderer, return,
And seek thy Father's face

;

Those new desires which in thee burn
Were kindled by his grace.

2. Return, wanderer, return

;

He hears thy humble sigh:

He sees thy soften'd spirit mourn,
When no one else is nigh.

3. Return, wanderer, return
;

Thy Saviour bids thee live

:

Come to his cross, and, grateful, learn
How freely he '11 forgive.

4. Return, wanderer, return,

And wipe the falling tear:
Thy Father calls,—no longer mourn

;

TO is love invites thee near.

5. Return, wanderer, return

;

Regain thy long-sought rest

:

The Saviour's melting mercies yearn
To clasp thee to his breast.

100.
The returning prodigal.

1. The long-lost son, with streaming eyes,

From folly just awake,
Reviews his wand'rings with surprise

;

His heart begins to break.

2. 1 starve, he cries, nor can I bear
The famine in this land,

While servants of my Father share
The bounty of his hand.

3. With deep repentance I'll return,

And seek my Father's face

;

Unworthy to be call'd a son,

I '11 ask a servant's place.

4. Far off the Father saw him move,

—

In pensive silence mourn,

—

And quickly ran, with arms of love,

To welcome his return.

5. Through all the courts the tidings flew,

And spread the joy around

;

The angels tuned their harps anew,

—

The long-lost son is found

!
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101.
On returning from a journey.

2. Still hide me in thy secret place
;

Thy tabernacle spread

:

Shelter me with preserving grace,

And screen my naked head.

3. To thee for refuge may I run,

From sin's alluring snare :

Ready its first approach to shun,

And watching unto prayer.

4. O that I never, never more
Might from thy ways depart

:

Here let me give my wand'rings o'er,

By giving thee my heart.

5. Fix my new heart on things above,

And then from earth release

;

I ask not life, but let me love,

And lay me down in peace.
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102.
Searching for God in Jiis word.

1. Father of all, in whom alone

We live, and move, and breathe

;

One bright, celestial ray dart down,
And cheer thy sons beneath.

2. "While in thy word we search for thee,

(We search with trembling awe ;)

Open our eyes, and let us see

The wonders of thy law.

3. Now let our darkness comprehend
The light that shines so clear

;

Now the revealing Spirit send,

And give us ears to hear.

4. Before us make thy goodness pass,

Which here by faith we know

;

Let us in Jesus see thy face,

And die to all below.
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103.
Suffer the little children to come unto me.

1. See, Israel's gentle Shepherd stands
With all-engaging charms

;

Hark, how he calls the tender lambs,
And folds them in his arms.

2. Permit them to approach, he cries,

Nor scorn their humble name

;

For 't was to bless such souls as these
The Lord of angels came.

3. We bring them, Lord, in thankful hands,
And yield them up to thee

;

Joyful that we ourselves are thine,

Thine let our offspring be.

104.
With such sacrifices God is well pleased.

1. Father, behold, with gracious eyes,

The souls before thy throne,

Who now present their sacrifice,

And seek thee in thy Son.

105.
Cliildren in the arms of Jesus.

1. Behold what condescending love

Jesus on earth displays !

—

To babes and sucklings he extends
The riches of his grace.

2. He still the ancient promise keeps,
To our forefathers given

;

Young children in his arms he takes,

And calls them heirs of heaven.

3. Forbid them not, whom Jesus calls,

Nor dare the claim resist,

Since his own lips to us declare
Of such will heaven consist.

4. With flowing tears, and thankful hearts,

We give them up to thee

;

Receive them, Lord, into thine arms

;

Thine may they ever be.
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106.
jSfecre* blessings.

1. Father divine, thy piercing eye
Sees through the darkest night

;

In deep retirement thou art nigh,

With heart-discerning sight.

2. May that observing eye survey
My faithful homage paid,

With every morning's dawning ray,

And every evening's shade.

3. may thine own celestial fire

The incense still inflame,

While fervent vows to thee aspire,

Through my Redeemer's Name.

4. So shall the visits of thy love

My soul in secret bless

;

So wilt thou deign, in worlds above,
Thy suppliant to confess.

107.
Habitual devotion.

1. While thee I seek, protecting Power,
Be my vain wishes still 'd

;

And may this consecrated hour
With better hopes be fill'd.

2. Thy love the power of thought bestow'd

;

To thee my thoughts would soar:
Thy mercy o'er my life has flow'd

;

That mercy I adore.

3. In each event of life, how clear

Thy ruling hand I see

;

Each blessing to my soul most dear,

Because conferr'd by thee.

4. In every joy that crowns my clays,

In every pain I bear,

My heart shall find delight in praise,

Or seek relief in prayer. ,
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5. When gladness wings my favour'd hour,

Thy love ray thoughts shall fill

;

Resign'd, when storms of sorrow lower,

My soul shall meet thy will.

6. My lifted eye, without a tear,

The gath'ring storm shall see :

My steadfast heart shall know no fear;

That heart will rest on thee.

108.
Race, love, and unity.

1. Lord, another day has flown,

And we, a lowly band,
Are met once more before thy throne,

To bless thy fost'ring hand.

2. Thy heavenly grace to each impart

;

All evil far remove ;

And shed abroad in every heart
Thine everlasting love.

3. Our souls, obedient to thy sway,
In Christian bonds unite :

Let peace and love conclude the day,

And hail the morning light.

4. Thus chasten'd, cleansed, entirely thine,

A flock by Jesus led,

—

The sun of holiness shall shine
In glory on our head.

5. And thou wilt turn our wand'ring feet,

And thou wilt bless our way,
Till worlds shall fade, and faith shall

The dawn of endless day. [greet

109.
Trusting in the mercy of God.

1. Why, my soul, why depress'd,

And whence thine anxious fears?

Let former mercies fix thy trust,

And check thy rising tears.

2. Affliction is a stormy deep,

Where wave succeeds to wave

;

Though o'er my head the billows sweep,
I know the Lord can save.

3. His grace and mercy trust, my soul,

Nor murmur at his rod :

In vain the waves of trouble roll,

While he is still thy God.

4

110.
Walking xcith God.

1. Talk with us, Lord, thyself reveal,

While here o'er earth we rove
;

Speak to our hearts, and let us feel

The kindling of thy love.

2. With thee conversing, we forget

All time, and toil, and care :

Labour is rest, and pain is sweet,

If thou, my God, art here.

3. Here then, my God, vouchsafe to stay,

And bid my heart rejoice;

My bounding heart shall own thy sway,
And echo to thy voice.

4. Thou callest me to seek thy face ;

—

'Tis all I wish to seek;

To' attend the whispers of thy grace,

And hear thee inly speak.

5. Let this my every hour employ,
Till I thy glory see ;

Enter into my Master's joy,

And find my heaven in thee.

111.
Zoss of first love.

1. that I were as heretofore,

When, warm in my first love,

I only lived my God to' adore,

And seek the things above.

2. LTpon my head his candle shone,

And, lavish of his grace.

With cords of love he drew me on,

And half unveil'd his face.

3. Far, far above all earthly things
Triumphantly I rode

;

I soar'd to heaven on eagles' wings,
And found, and talk'd with God.

4. Where am I now ? from what a height
Of happiness cast down !

The glory swallow'd up in night,

And faded is the crown.

5. God, thou art my home, my rest,

For which I sigh in pain

;

How shall I 'scape into thy breast?
My Eden how regain ?
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112.
Praise,—deligh tful.

1. My Saviour, my almighty Friend,

When I begin thy praise,

Where will the growing numbers end,

—

The numbers of thy grace ?

2. 1 trust in thy eternal word
;

Thy goodness I adore
;

Bend down thy grace, blessed Lord,

That I may love thee more.

3. My foct shall travel all the length

Of the celestial road
;

And march, Avith courage in thy strength.

To see the Lord my God.

4. Awake ! awake ! my tuneful powers,
With this delightful song;

And entertain the darkest hours,

Nor think the season long.

113.
We shall see Rim as lie is.

1. The heav'nly treasure now we have
In a vile house of clay

;

But Christ will to the utmost save,

And keep us to that da}'.

2. Our souls are in his mighty hand,
And he shall keep them still

;

And you and I shall surely stand
With him on Zion's hill.

3. Him eye to eye we there shall see
;

Our face like his shall shine

:

what a glorious company,
When saints and angels join!

4. what a joyful meeting there !

In robes of white array M.
Palms in our hands we all shall bear,

And crowns upon our head.
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Omniscience.

1. Lord, all I am is known to thee;

In vain my soul would try

To shun thy presence, or to flee

The notice of thine eye.

2. Thy all-surrounding sight surveys
Viy rising and my rest,

My public walks, my private ways,
The secrets of my breast.

3. My thoughts lie open to thee. Lord,
Before they ;

re forin'd within,

And ere my lips pronounce the word,
Thou know'st the sense I mean.

•i. wondrous knowledge ! deep and high
Where can a creature hide ?

Within thy circling arms I lie,

Beset on every side.

o. So let thy grace surround me still,

And like a bulwark prove.

To guard my soul from every ill,

Secured by sovereign love.
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115.

Frailty of Ufa.

1. Thee we adore, eternal Name !

And humbly own to thee

How feeble is our mortal frame

—

What dying worms are we !

2. Our wasting lives grow shorter still,

As days and months increase ;

And every beating pulse we tell,

Leaves but the number less.

3. The year rolls round, and steals away
The breath that first it gave

:

Whate'er we do, where'er we be,

We 're traveling to the grave.

4. Dangers stand thick through all the

To push us to the tomb

;

[ground,
And fierce diseases wait around,

To hurry mortals home.

5. Infinite joy, or endless wo,
Attends on every breath

;

And yet how unconcern'd we go,

Upon the brink of death

!

6. Waken, Lord, our drowsy sense

To walk this dang'rous road

;

And if our souls are hurried hence,

May they be found with God !

116.
Secrets of the heart made lenovm.

1. And must I be to judgment brought,

And answer in that day
For every vain and idle thought,

And every word I say ?

2. Yes, every secret of my heart

Shall shortly be made known,
And I receive my just desert

For all that I have done.
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117.
Crown Him Lord of all.

1. All hail the power of Jesus7 name

!

Let angels prostrate fall
;

Bring forth the royal diadem,
And crown him Lord of alL

2. Ye chosen seed of Israel's race,

Ye ransom'd from the fall,

Hail him who saves you by his grace,

And crown him Lord of all.

3. Sinners, whose love can ne'er forget

The wormwood and the gall

;

Go, spread your trophies at his feet,

And crown him Lord of all.

4. Let every kindred, every tribe,

On this terrestrial ball,

To him all majesty ascribe,

And crown him Lord of all.

5. that with yonder sacred throng
We at his feet may fall;

We'll join the everlasting song,

And crown him Lord of all.
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118.
Riches of God's word.

2. Here light descending from above
Directs our doubtful feet

;

Here promises of heavenly love

Our ardent -wishes meet.

3. Our uum'rous griefs arc here rcdress'd,

And all our wants supplied :

Naught we can ask to make us blest

Is in this book denied.
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4. For these inestimable gains,

That so enrich the mind,

may we search with eager pains,

Assured that Ave shall find.

119.
Longing to be dissolved in love.

1. Jesus hath died that I might live,

Might live to God alone

;

In him eternal life receive,

And be in spirit one.

2. Saviour, I thank thee for the grace,

The gift unspeakable;
And Avait with arms of faith to' embrace.

And all thy 1oa*c to feel.

3. My soul breaks out in strong desire

The perfect bliss to prove;

My longing heart is all on fire

To be dissolved in love.

4. Give me thyself; from every boast,

From every Avish set free

;

Let all I am in thee be lost,

But give thyself to me.

5. Thy gifts, alas ! cannot suffice,

Unless thyself be given
;

Thy presence makes my paradise,

And Avhere thou art is heaven.

120.
Heavenly rest in anticipation.

1. When I can read my title clear

To mansions in the skies,

1 '11 bid farewell to every fear,

And wipe my Aveeping eyes.

2. Should earth against my soul engage,
And fiery darts be hurl'd,

Then I can smile at Satan's rage,

And face a frowning world.

3. Let cares like a wild deluge come,
Let storms of sorrow fall,

—

So I but safely reach my home,
My God, my heaven, my all.

4. There I shall bathe my weary soul
In seas of heavenly rest,

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.

121.
Faith sees the final triumph.

1. Am I a soldier of the cross,

—

A foll'Avcr of the Lamb,

—

And shall I fear to OAvn his cause,

Or blush to speak his name ?

2. Must I be carried to the skies

On fioAvery beds of ease

;

While others fought to Avin the prize,

And sail'd through bloody seas ?

3. Are there no foes for mc to face?
Must I not stem the flood?

Is this vile world a friend to grace,

To help me on to God ?

4. Since I must fight if I Avould reign,

Increase my courage, Lord

;

I'll bear the toil, endure the pain,

Supported by thy word.

5. Thy saints in all this glorious war
Shall conquer, though they die

:

They see the triumph from afar,

—

By faith they bring it nigh.

6. When that illustrious day shall rise,

And all thy armies shine

In robes of vict'ry through the skies,

The glory shali be thine.

122.
TJie race for glory.

1. Awake, my soul ! stretch every nerve,

And press with vigour on ;

A heavenly race demands thy zeal,

And an immortal croAvn.

2.
;Tis God's all-animating voice

That calls thee from on high

;

'T is he whose hand presents the prize

To thine aspiring eye.

3. A cloud of Avitnesses around
Hold thee in full survey

;

Forget the steps abroad}' trod,

And onward urge thy Avay.

4. Blest Saviour! introduced by thee,

Our race have Ave begun
;

And, croAvn'd with vict'ry, at thy feet

We '11 lay our trophies down.
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123.
Grateful remembrance.

2. Thy body, broken for my sake,

My bread from heaven shall be

:

Thy testamental cup I take,

And thus remember thee.

3. Gethsemane can I forget ?

Or there thy conflict see,

Thine agony and bloody sweat,

And not remember thee ?

4. When to the cross I turn mine eyes,

And rest on Calvary,
Lamb of God, my Sacrifice,

I must remember thee

!

5. Remember thee and all thy pains,

And all thy love to me

;

Yea, while a breath, a pulse remains,
"Will I remember thee.

6. And when these failing lips grow dumb,
And mind and meni'ry flee,

When thou shalt in thy kingdom come,
Jesus, remember me.

124.
Tlie Lord my portion.

1. Eternal Source of joys divine,

To thee my soul aspires
;

! could I say,—The Lord is mine

!

;T is all my soul desires.

2. My hope, my trust, my life, my Lord,

Assure me of thy love

;

! speak the kind, transporting word,

And bid my fears remove.

3. Then shall my thankful powers rejoice,

And triumph in my God,

Till heavenly rapture tune my voice

To spread thy praise abroad.
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125.

Easter Sunday.

1. The Lord of Sabbath let us praise,

In concert with the blest,

Who, joyful in harmonious lays,

Employ an endless rest.

2. Thus, Lord, -while we remember thee,

We blest and pious grow

;

By hymns of praise we learn to be
Triumphant here below.

3. On this glad day a brighter scene
Of glory was display 'd,

By the eternal Word, than when
This universe was made.

4. He rises, who mankind has bought,
With grief and pain extreme :

'Twas great to speak the world from
T was greater to redeem. [naught

;

126.
God's service delightful.

1. With joy we hail the sacred day,

Which God has call'd his own

;

With joy the summons we obey,

To worship at his throne.

2. Thy chosen temple, Lord, how fair

!

As here thy servants throng
To breathe the humble, fervent prayer,
And pour the grateful song.

3. Spirit of grace ! deign to dwell
Within thy Church below;

Make her in holiness excel,

With pure devotion glow.

4. Let peace within her walls be found-
Let all her sons unite,

To spread with holy zeal around,

Her clear and shining light.
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127.
His amazing love.

2. With pitying eyes the Prince of peace
Beheld our helpless grief

:

He saw, and (0, amazing love !)

He flew to our relief.

3. Down from the shining scats above,

With joyful haste he tied
;

Enter'd the grave in mortal flesh,

And dwelt among the dead.

4. for this love let rocks and hills

Their lasting silence break
;

And all harmonious human tongues,

The Saviour's praises speak.

5. Angels, assist our mighty joys
;

Strike all your harps of gold
;

But when you raise your highest notes,

His love can ne'er be told.

128.
Faint, yet pursuing.

1. As pants the hart for cooling streams,
When heated in the chase,

So longs my soul, God, for thee,

And thy refreshing grace.

2. For thee, my God—the living God,
My thirsty soul doth pine ;

0, when shall I behold thy face,

Thou Majesty divine!

3. 1 sigh to think of happier days.

When thou, Lord, wast nigh
;

When every heart was tuned to praise,

And none more blest than I.

•I. Why restless, why cast down, my soul?
Hope still, and thou shalt sing

The praise of him who is thy God,

Thy Saviour, and thy King.



WM. TANSUB.ST. MARTIN'S. C. M.

^__^_ i.^ a _.l 5.^Jh ih_h ,ic ,_s i L

! ! ! i

'

Foun-tain of life, to all be - low Let thy sal - va - tion roll

;

Sim. -1—h-dt2*s>-s4-

—f- r h~ |-^rf~
-plen-ish, and o'er-fiow Eve - ry be - liev-ing soul.

ZZiEEEEE:E:EEee:"fe?F?£?izt!

129.
Jbr i7ie waters of salvation.

1. Fountain of life, to all below
Let thy salvation roll

;

Water, replenish, and o'erflow

Every believing soul.

2. Into that happy, number, Lord,
Us weary sinners take

;

Jesus, fulfil thy gracious word,
For thine own mercy's sake.

3. Turn back our nature's rapid tide,

And we shall flow to thee,

While down the stream of time wc glide
To our eternity.

4. The well of life to us thou art,—
Of joy, the swelling flood :

Wafted by thee, with willing heart,

We swift return to God.

— . _ -j — — . —

0. We soon shall reach the boundless sea
;

Into thy fulness fall

;

Be lost and swallow'd up in thee,

—

Our God, our All in All.

130.
The joyful sound.

1. Salvation ! the joyful sound !

What pleasure to our ears
;

A sov'reign balm for every wound,
A cordial for our fears.

2. Salvation ! let the echo fly

The spacious earth around,
While all the armies of the sky

Conspire to raise the sound.

3. Salvation ! thou bleeding Lamb!
To thee the praise belongs :

Salvation shall inspire our hearts,

And dwell upon our tongues.
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131.
A perfect heart the Redeemer's throne.

2. A heart resign'd, submissive, meek,
My great Redeemer's throne

;

Where only Christ is heard to speak,

—

Where Jesus reigns alone.

3. for a lowly, contrite heart,

Believing, true, and clean

;

Which neither life nor death can part
From Him that dwells within :

—

4. A heart in every thought renew'd,
And full of love divine

;

Perfect, and right, and pure, and good,

A copy, Lord, of thine.

5. Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart

;

Come quickly from above
;

Write thy new name upon my heart —
Thy new, best name of Love.

132.
Tlic bond of perfectneas.

1. The sacred bond of pcrfectness

Is spotless charity

;

let us, Lord, we pray, possess

The mind that was in thee.

2. Grant this, and then from all below
Insensibly remove

:

Our souls the change shall scarcely know,
• Made perfect first in love.

3. With ease our souls through death shall

Into their paradise

;

[glide

And thence on wings of angels ride

Triumphant through the skies.

4. Yet when the fullest joy is given,

The same delight we prove

;

In earth, in paradise, in heaven,

Our all in all is love.
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133.
Obeying the command.

2. The way thou hast enjoin'd,

Thou wilt therein appear

;

We come with confidence to find

Thy special presence here.

3. Whate'er the Almighty can
To pardon'd sinners give,

The fulness of our God made man,
We here with Christ receive.

134.
The wanderer returning.

1. How oft this wretched heart
Has wander'd from the Lord

;

How oft my roving thoughts depart,
Forgetful of his word.

2. Yet mercy calls,—Return
;

Saviour, to thee I come :

My vile ingratitude I mourn
;

0, take the wanderer home

!

3. Thy love, so free, so sweet,

Blest Saviour, I adore
;

0. keep me at thy sacred feet,

And let me rove no more.

135.
The Friend ivlio conquers death.

1. When death before my sight
Appears in dire array.

Unequal to the dreadful fight,

My courage faints away.

2. How shall I meet this foe,

Whose frown my soul alarms ?

Dark horror sits upon his brow,
And vict'ry waits his arms.

3. But with the eye of faith,

Piercing beyond the grave,

I see that Friend who conquers death,

Whose arm alone can save.
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136.
Household consecration.

1. The power to bless my house,

Belongs to God alone
;

Yet rend'ring him my constant vows,

He sends his blessings down.

2. Shall I not then engage
My house to serve the Lord,

—

To search the soul-converting page,

And feed upon his word :

—

3. To ask, with faith and hope,

The grace which he supplies,

In prayer and praise to offer up
Their daily sacrifice ?

4. Let each his sin eschew,
Through thy restraining grace

;

Our father Abrah'm's steps pursue,

And walk in all thy ways.

5. Saviour of men, incline

The hearts which thou hast made,

—

Which thou hast bought with
To ask thy promised aid. [divine,

G. Me and my house receive,

Thy fam'ly to increase ;

And let us in thy favour live,

And let us die in peace.

137.
Seek Him while he may be found.

1. My son, know thou the Lord;

Thy father's God obey
;

Seek his protecting care by night,

His guardian hand by day.

2. Call, while he may be found ;

Seek him while he is near;

Serve him with all thy heart and mind,

And worship him with fear.



JOUMEYIXG HEAVENWARD. 63

3. If thou wilt peek his face,

His ear will hear thy cry
;

Then shalt thou find his mercy sure,

His grace forever nigh.

4. But if thou leave thy God,
Nor choose the path to heaven

;

Then shalt thou perish in thy sins,

And never be forgiven.

138.
CJirist calls our children to him.

1. The Saviour kindly calls

Our children to his breast

;

He folds them in his gracious arms,
Himself declares them blest.

2. " Let them approach," he cries,

" Nor scorn their humble claim :

The heirs of heaven are such as these

For such as these I came."

3. With joy we bring them, Lord,
Devoting them to thee

;

Imploring that, as T.ve are thine,

Thine may our offspring be.

139.
Plea for sparing mercy.

1. Lord, let me know mine end

;

My days, how brief their date
;

That I may timely comprehend
How frail my best estate.

2. My life is but a span
;

Mine age is naught with thee
;

And, in his highest honour, man
Is dust and vanity.

3. At thy rebuke the bloom
Of earthly beauty flies

;

And grief shall like a moth consume
All that delights our eyes.

4. Have pity on my fears
;

Hearken to my request

;

Turn not in silence from my tears,

But give the mourner rest.

5. spare me yet, I pray
;

Awhile my strength restore,

Ere I anf summon'd hence away,
And seen on earth no more.

140.
Pilgrims and sojourners.

1. In every time and place,

Who serve the Lord most high,

Are call'd his sovereign will to' em-
And still their own deny :— [ brace,

2. To follow his command,
On earth as pilgrims rove,

And seek an undiscover'd land,

And house and friends above.

3. Father, the narrow path
To that far country show

;

And in the steps of Abrah'm's faith

Enable me to go :

—

4. A cheerful sojourner

Where'er thou bidd'st me roam,
Till, guided by thy Spirit here,

I reach my heavenly home.

141.
TJie crowning hour.

1. Servant of God, well done !

Thy glorious warfare 's past

;

The battle
;

s fought, the race is won,
And thou art crown'd at last ;—

2. Of all thy heart's desire

Triumphantly possess'd

;

Lodged by the ministerial choir

In thy Redeemer's breast.

3. In condescending love,

Thy ceaseless prayer He heard
;

And bade thee suddenly remove
To thy complete reward.

4. With saints enthroned on high,

Thou dost thy Lord pi'oclaim,

And still to God salvation cry,

—

Salvation to the Lamb !

5. happy, happy soul

!

In ecstasies of praise,

Long as eternal ages roll,

Thou secst thy Saviour's face.

6. Redecm'd from earth and pain,

Ah ! when shall we ascend,

And all in Jesus' presence reign,

With our translated friend ?
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142.
Heaven upon earth.

1. My God, my life, my love,

To thee, to thee I call:

I cannot live if thou remove,

For thou art all in all.

2. Thy shining grace can cheer

This dungeon where I dwell

:

;T is paradise when thou art here
;

If thou depart, 't is hell.

3. The smilings of thy face,

How amiable they are

!

;T is heaven to rest in thine embrace,
And nowhere else but there.

4. To thee, and thee alone,

The angels owe their bliss
;

They sit around thy gracious throne,

And dwell where Jesus is.

5. Not all the harps above
Can make a heavenly place,

If God his residence remove,

Or but conceal his face.

6. Nor earth, nor all the sky,

Can one delight afford,

Nor yield one drop of real joy,

"Without thy presence, Lord.

7. Thou art the sea of love,

Where all my pleasures roll

:

The circle where my passions move,

And centre of my soul.

143.
A day's march nearer home.

Here in the body pent,

Absent from Him I roam
;

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent

A day's march nearer home.
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144.
Tfte goodly land.

2. Fair land '.—could mortal eyes
But half its charms explore,

How would our spirits long to rise,

And dwell on earth no more !

3. No cloud those regions know,

—

Realms ever bright and fair
;

For sin, the source of mortal wo,
Can never enter there.

4. may the prospect fire

Our hearts with ardent love,

Till wings of faith, and strong desire,

Bear every thought above.

5. Prepared, by grace divine,

For thy bright courts on high,

Lord, bid our spirits rise and join

The chorus of the sky.

5

145.
At home in heaven.

1. Forever with the Lord

!

Amen, so let it be

!

Life from the dead is in that word,
'Tis immortality.

2. Forever with the Lord !

Father, if 't is thy will,

The promise of that faithful word,
E'en here to me fulfil.

3. So when my latest breath
Shall rend the veil in twain,

By death I shall escape from death,

And life eternal gain.

4. Knowing as I am known,
How shall I love that word,

And oft repeat before the throne,

Forever with the Lord

!
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146.
Solemn thoughts on the future,

1. And am I born to die ?

To lay this body down ?

And must my trembling spirit fly

Into a world unknown ?

—

2. A land of deepest shade,

Unpicrced by human thought

;

The dreary regions of the dead,

"Where all things are forgot

!

3. Soon as from earth I go,

"What will become of me ?

Eternal happiness or wo
Must then my portion be :

—

4. Waked by the trumpet's sound,
I from my grave shall rise,

And see the Judge, with gloiy crown'd
And see the flaming skies !

147.
How shall I have my tomb f

1. How shall I leave my tomb

—

With triumph or regret?

A fearful or a joyful doom,
A curse or blessing, meet ?

2. Will angel bands Convey
Their brother to the bar?

Or devils drag my soul away,
To meet its sentence there ?

3. Who can resolve the doubt
That tears my anxious breast ?

Shall I be with the damn'd east out,

Or number'd with the blest?

4. 1 must from God be driven,

Or with my Saviour dwell

;

Must come at his command to heaven,

Or else—depart to hell

!
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148.
Sawn a natural body, raised a spiritual body.

1. And must this body die

—

This well-wrought frame decay ?

And must these active limbs of mine
Lie mould'ring in the clay?

2. Corruption, earth, and worms,
Shall but refine this flesh,

Till my triumphant spirit comes
To put it on afresh.

3. God my Redeemer lives,

And ever from the skies

Looks down, and watches all my dust,

Till he shall bid it rise.

4. Array'd in glorious grace
Shall these vile bodies shine,

And every shape, and every face,

Be heavenly and divine.

5..These lively hopes we owe,
Lord, to thy dying love

:

may we bless thy grace below,
And sing thy grace above

!

C. Saviour, accept the praise
Of these our humble songs,

Till tunes of nobler sound we raise
With our immortal tongues.

149.
A Jiouse not madt with hands, eternal in the

heavens.

1. We know, by faith we know,
If this vile house of clay,

This tabernacle, sink below,
In ruinous decay

—

2. We have a house above,
Not made with mortal hands

;

And firm as our Redeemer's love
That heavenly fabric stands.

3. It stands securely high,
Indissolubly sure

;

Our glorious mansion in the sky
Shall evermore endure.

4. Full of immortal hope,
We urge the restless strife,

And hasten to be swallow'd up
Of everlasting life.

5. Lord, let us put on thee

In perfect holiness,

And rise prepared thy face to see,

Thy bright unclouded face.

G. Thy grace with glory crown,
WT

ho hast the earnest given
;

And then triumphantly come down,
And take us up to heaven.

150.
For victory in the dying hour.

1. When on the brink of death
My trembling soul shall stand,

Waiting to pass that awful flood,

Great God ! at thy command ;

—

2. W7hen every scene of life

Stands ready to depart

;

And the last sigh that shakes the frame,
Shall rend this bursting heart ;

—

3. Thou Source of joy supreme,
Whose arm alone can save,

—

Dispel the darkness that surrounds
The entrance to the grave.

4. Lay thy supporting hand
Beneath my sinking head

;

And with a ray of love divine

Illume my dying bed.

5. Leaning on Jesus' breast,

May I resign my breath ;

And in his kind embraces lose

The bitterness of death.

151.
On beginning a new year.

1. Our few revolving years,

How swift they glide away
;

How short the term of life appears
When past—but as a day !

—

2. A dark and cloudy day,

Clouded by grief and sin

;

A host of enemies without,
Distressing fears within.

3. Lord, through another year
If thou permit our stay,

Wr

ith diligence may we pursue

The true and living way.
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152.
Morning : The Day-star from on high.

2. let thy rising beams
The night of sin disperse,

—

The mists of error and of vice,

Which shade the universe.

3. How beauteous nature now
;

How dark and sad before

;

With joy we view the pleasing change,
And nature's God adore.

4. may no gloomy crime
Pollute the rising day

;

Or Jesus' blood, like evening dew,
Wash all the stains away.

o. May we this life improve,
To mourn for errors past

;

And live this short, revolving day
As if it were our last.

153.
Morning: Tribute of praise.

1. See how the morning sun
Pursues his shining way

;

And wide proclaims his Maker's praise,

With every bright'ning ray.

2. Thus would my rising soul

Its heavenly Parent sing,

And to its great Original

The humble tribute bring.

3. Serene I laid me down,
Beneath his guardian care

;

I slept, and I awoke, and found
My kind Preserver near.

4. My life I would anew
Devote, Lord, to thee :

And in thy service I would spend
A long eternity.
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154.
Evening : Commending the soul to God.

1. Thou seest my feebleness,

Jesus, be thou my power,

—

My help and refuge in distress,

My fortress and my tower.

.

2. Give me to trust in thee

;

Be thou my sure abode

:

My horn, and rock, and buckler be,

My Saviour and my God.

3. Myself I cannot save,

—

Myself I cannot keep,

—

But strength in thee I surely have,
Whose eyelids never sleep.

4. My soul to thee alone,

Now therefore I commend :

Thou, Jesus, love me as thine own,
And love me to the end.

P.

155.
Tliy will be done.

1. This is thy will, I know,
That I should holy be

;

Should let my sins this moment go,

This moment turn to thee.

2. might I now embrace
Thine all-sufficient power,

And never more to sin give place,

And never grieve thee more.

156.
Self-consecration.

1. Lord, in the strength of grace,

With a glad heart and free,

Myself, my residue of days,

I consecrate to thee.

2. Thy ransom'd servant, I

Restore to thee thine own ;

And from this moment live or die,

To serve my God alone.



70 SHIRLAND. S. M. S. STANLEY,
Mouerato.

:±^:z:i^=qz^|zini==

r9~#-a

—

tt—i
1 H

—

P-It-t——ft-""—I ^3—P^t-I—w~-1*T

!

i

I ' LJ ! .! LJ ' Lj
Our children thou dost claim, Lord our God, as thine: Ten

zjuqpp:i=p—|—^zpprt:=z=5==p=f=iirni3zi

thousand bless-ings to thy Name, For good-ness so di - vine.

ZZ_ f = ±_f- =2=3fi: t:?3:^z?zz?zfe:::p

157.
God's gracious promises.

1. Our children thou dost claim,

Lord our God, as thine :

Ten thousand blessings to thy Name,
For goodness so divine.

2. Thee let the fathers own,
Thee let the sons adore ;

Join'd to the Lord in solemn vows,
To be forgot no more.

3. How great thy mercies, Lord !

How plenteous is thy grace,

Which, in the promise of thy love,

Includes our rising race.

4. Our offspring, still thy care,

Shall own their father's God

;

To latest times thy blessings share,

And sound thy praise abroad.

158.
A blessing on the ordinance.

1. Great God, now condescend
To bless our rising race ;

Soon may their willing spirits bend,

The subjects of thy grace.

2. what a pure delight

Their happiness to see
;

Our warmest wishes all unite,

To lead their souls to thee.

3. Now bless, thou God of love,

This ordinance divine;

Send thy good Spirit from above,

And make these children thine.

159.
Doxology.

To God, the Father, Son,

And Spirit, One in Three,

Be glory, as it was, is now,
And shall forever be.
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16 0.

Sweet communion.

].. Blest are the sons of peace,

Whose hearts and hopes are one
;

Whose kind designs to serve and please

Through all their actions run.

2. Blest is the pious house

Where zeal and friendship meet

;

Their songs of praise, their mingled
Make their communion sweet, [vows,

3. Thus on the heavenly hills

The saints are blest above,

Where joy like morning dew distils,

And all the air is love.

161.
All things -in Clirist.

1. Thou very-present aid

In suff 'ring and distress
;

The mind which still on thee is stay'd,

Is kept in perfect peace.

2. The soul by faith reclined

On the Redeemer's breast,

'Mid raging storms, exults to find

An everlasting rest.

3. Sorrow and fear are gone,

Whene'er thy face appears
;

It stills the sighing orphan's moan,
And dries the widow's tears.

4. It hallows every cross
;

It sweetly comforts me
;

Makes me forget my every loss,

And find my all in thee.

5. Jesus, to whom I fly,

Doth all my wishes fill

;

What though created streams are dry
1

;

I have the fountain still.

G. Stripp'd of each earthly friend,

I find them all in one

;

And peace and joy which never end,

And heaven, in Christ, begun.

162.
Afflictions blessed.

1. How tender is thy hand,
thou most gracious Lord!

Afflictions came at thy command,
And left us at thy word.

2. How gentle was the rod
That chasten'd us for sin !

How soon we found a smiling God
Where deep distress had been !

3. A Father's hand we felt,

A Father's love we knew :

'Mid tears of penitence we knelt,

And found his promise true.

4. Now will we bless the Lord,

And in his strength confide

:

Jehovah ever be adored,

There is no God beside.

163.
Now xve see through a glass, darkly.

1. Thy way is in the sea

;

Thy paths we cannot trace
;

Nor solve, Lord, the mystery
Of thy unbounded grace.

2. Here the dark veils of sense

Our captive souls surround
;

Mysterious deeps of providence
Our wond'ring thoughts confound.

3. As through a glass we see

The wonders of thy love
;

How little do we know of thee,

Or of the joys above !

4. In part we know thy will,

And bless thee for the sight

:

Soon will thy love the rest reveal

In glory's clearer light.

5. With joy shall we survey
Thy providence and grace

;

And spend an everlasting day
In wonder, love, and praise.

164.
Strengthen the weak hands.

1. Thou seest our weakness, Lord
;

Our hearts are known to thee

;

lift thou up the sinking hand,
Confirm the feeble knee.

2. Let us in life, in death,

Thy steadfast truth declare ;

And publish, with our latest breath,

Thy love and guardian care.
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165.
Surrounding the throne.

1. Come, ye that love the Lord,
And let your joys be known

;

Join in a song with sweet accord,

While ye surround his throne.

2. Let those refuse to sing
Who never knew our God,

But servants of the heavenly King
May speak their joys abroad.

3. The God that rules on high,

That all the earth surveys,

That rides upon the stormy sky,

And calms the roaring seas
;

4. This awful God is ours,

Our Father and our Love

;

He will send down his heavenly powers.
To carry us above.

166.
Glory begun below.

1. The men of grace have found
Glory begun below

:

Celestial fruit on eai'thly ground
From faith and hope may grow.

2. Then let our songs abound,
And every tear be dry

:

We 're marching through Immanuel's
To fairer worlds on high. [ground,

3. There we shall see his face,

And never, never sin
;

There, from the rivers of his grace,

Drink endless pleasures in :

—

4. Yea, and before we rise

To that immortal state,

The thoughts of such amazing bliss

Should constant joys create.
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167.
On going to rest.

1. The day is past and gone,

The evening shades appear

;

may we all remember well,

The night of death draws near.

2. We lay our garments by,

Upon our beds to rest

;

So death will soon disrobe us all

Of what is here possess'd.

3. Lord, keep us safe this night,

Secure from all our fears
;

May angels guard us while we sleep,

Till morning light appears.

4. And when we early rise,

And view the unwearied sun,

May we set out to win the prize,

And after glory run.

0. And when our days are past,

And we from time remove,

may we in thy bosom rest,

The bosom of thy love.

168.
Evening reflections.

1. Another day is past,

The hours forever fled

;

And time is bearing me away,
To mingle with the dead.

2. My mind in perfect peace
My Father's care shall keep

;

1 yield to gentle slumber now,
For thou canst never sleep.

3. How blessed, Lord, are they
On thee securely stay'd

!

Nor shall they be in life alarm'd,

Nor be in death dismay'd.

169.
Tribulation to be expected.

1. As strangers here below,
With various woes oppress'd,

We must through tribulation go
To our eternal rest.

2. Thus Christ, our glorious Head,
Ascended to his throne :

—

Why should his servants fear to tread

The way their Lord has gone ?

3. The path to glory lies

Through conflict and distress :

—

But joyful we at length shall rise,

The kingdom to possess.

170.
Safety in keeping God's precepts.

1. How perfect is thy word,
Thy judgments all are just

;

And ever in thy promise. Lord,

May man securely trust.

2. 1 hear thy word in love ;

—

In faith thy word obey

;

send thy Spirit from above,

To teach me, Lord, thy way.

3. Thy counsels all are plain,

Thy precepts all are pure

;

And long as heaven and earth remain,
Thy truth shall still endure.

4. may my soul, with joy,

Trust in thy faithful word

;

Be it through life my glad employ,

To keep thy precepts, Lord.

171.
His name is glorious.

1. Almighty Maker, God,
How glorious is thy Name

;

Thy wonders how diffused abroad,

Throughout creation's frame.

2. In native white and red
The rose and lily stand,

And, free from pride, their beauties

To show thy skilful hand, [spread,

3. The lark mounts up the sky,

With unambitious song

;

And bears her Maker's praise on high,

Upon her artless tongue.

4. Fain would I rise and sing
To my Creator too

;

Fain would my heart adore my King,
And give him praises due.

5. Let joy and worship spend
The remnant of my days :

And to my God my soul ascend,

In sweet perfumes of praise.
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172.

Tlve spirit ofprayer.

1. The praying spirit breathe !

The watching power impart

;

From all entanglements beneath,

Call off my peaceful heart.

2. My feeble mind sustain,

By worldly thoughts oppress'd

;

Appear, and bid me turn again
To my eternal rest.

3. Swift to my rescue come
;

Thine own this moment seize

;

Gather my wand'ring spirit home,
And keep in perfect peace

:

4. Suffer'd no more to rove

O'er all the earth abroad,

Arrest the pris'ner of thy love,

And shut me up in God.

173.
For diligence and toatchfulness.

1. A charge to keep I have,

A God to glorify
;

A never-dying soul to save,

And fit it for the sky.

2. To serve the present age,

My calling to fulfil,

—

may it all my powers engage,

To do my Master's will.

3. Arm me with jealous care,

As in thy sight to live
;

And 0, thy servant, Lord, prepare,

A strict account to give.

4. Help me to watch and pray,

And on thyself rely,

Assured, if 1 my trust betray,

I shall forever die.



GOD DOETH ALL THINGS WELL. 75

174.
TMioso trusteth in the Lord shall be safe.

1. Commit thou all thy griefs

And ways into His hands,

—

To his sure trust and tender care

Who earth and heaven commands ;—

2. Who points the clouds their course,

Whom winds and seas obey

:

lie shall direct thy wancl'ring feet,

—

He shall prepare thy way.

3. Thou on the Lord rely,

So, safe, shalt thou go on

;

Fix on his work thy steadfast eye,

So shall thy work be done.

4. No profit canst thou gain
By self-consuming care

;

To him commend thy cause,—his ear
Attends the softest prayer.

175.
Tfie warning voice of Jesus.

1. Gracious Redeemer, shake
This slumber from my soul

!

Say to me now,—Awake, awake

!

And Christ shall make thee whole.

2. Lay to thy mighty hand
;

Alarm me in this hour

;

And make me fully understand
The thunder of thy power.

3. Give me on thee to call,

—

Always to watch and pray,

Lest I into temptation fall,

And cast iny shield away.

4. For each assault prepared,
And ready may I be

;

Forever standing on my guard,
And looking up to thee.

5. do thou always warn
My soul of evil near ;

When to the right or left I turn,
Thy voice still let me hear :

—

6. Come back ! this is the way

;

Come back, and walk therein
;

may I hearken and obey,

And shun the paths of sin.

176.
He ruleth all things well.

1. Give to the winds thy fears
;

Hope, and be undismay'd
;

God hears thy sighs and counts thy
God shall lift up thy head ;— [tears

;

2. Thro' waves, and clouds, and storms,
He gently clears thy way

;

Wait thou his time, so shall this night
Soon end in joyous day.

3. Still heavy is thy heart?
Still sink thy spirits down?

Cast off the weight,—let fear depart,

And every care be gone.

4. What though thou rulest not

;

Yet heaven, and earth, and hell,

Proclaim,—God sitteth on the throne,

And ruleth all things well.

5. Leave to his sov'reign sway
To choose and to command :

So shalt thou, wond'ring, own his way,
How wise, how strong his hand

!

6. Far, far above thy thought
His counsel shall appear,

When fully he the work hath wrought
That caused thy needless fear.

177.
Unspeakable joy.

1. Spirit of holiness,

Let all thy saints adore

Thy sacred energy, and bless

Thy heart-renewing power.

2. Not angel tongues can tell

Thy love's ecstatic height,

—

The glorious joy unspeakable,
The beatific sight.

3. Eternal Triune Lord !

Let all the hosts above,

Let all the sons of men record,

And dwell upon, thy love :

4. Wr

hen heaven and earth are fled

Before thy glorious face,

Sing, all the saints thy love hath made,
Thine everlasting praise

!
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178.
Forsaking all for Christ.

1. And can I yet delay
My little all to give ?

To tear my soul from earth away
For Jesus to receive ?

2. Nay, but I yield, I yield

;

I can hold out no more

:

I sink, by dying love, compell'd,

And own thee conqueror.

3. Though late, I all forsake
;

My friends, my all, resign

:

Gracious Redeemer, take, take,

And seal me ever thine.

4. Come, and possess me whole,

Nor hence again remove
;

Settle and fix my wav'ring soul

With all thy weight of love.

5. My one desire be this,

—

Thy only love to know
;

To seek and taste no other bliss,

—

No other good below.

6. My life, my portion thou
;

Thou all-sufficient art:

My hope, my heavenly treasure, now
Enter, and keep my heart.

179.
TJie horrors of the second deatli.

1. 0, where shall rest be found,

—

Rest for the weary soul ?
7T were vain the ocean 's depths to sound,

Or pierce to either pole.

2. The world can never give

The bliss for which We sigh :

'T is not the whole of life to liv«,

Nor all of death to die.
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3. Beyond this vale of tears

There is a life above,

Unmeasured by the flight of years
;

And all that life is love.

4. There is a death, whose pang
Outlasts the fleeting breath

:

what eternal horrors hang
Around the second death !

5. Thou God of truth and grace

!

Teach us that death to shun
;

Lest we be banish'd from thy face,

Forever more undone.

180.
Tlie Redeemer's tears.

1. Did Christ o'er sinners weep,

And shall our cheeks be dry?
Let floods of penitential grief

Burst forth from every eye.

2. The Son of God in tears

The wond'ring angels see

;

Be thou astonished, my soul

;

He shed those tears for thee.

3. He wept that we might weep

;

Each sin demands a tear

:

In heaven alone no sin is found,

And there 's no weeping there.

181.
Rejoicing in Cfirist's restoring love.

1. speak that word again
;

It cheers my drooping heart

;

How sweetly doth it soothe my pain,

And bid my fears depart.

2. And dost thou deign to own
A worm so vile as I ?

And may I still approach thy throne,

And Abba, Father, cry ?

3. My Saviour, by his word,
Hath turn'd my night to day

;

And all those heavenly joys restored,

Which I had sinn'd away.

4. 1 wonder and adore :

The grace is all divine

:

Lord, keep me, that I sin no more
Against such love as thine.

182.
Our fathers; where are they ?

1. How swift the torrent rolls

That bears us to the sea

;

The tide that hurries thoughtless souls

To vast eternity

!

2. Our fathers, where are they,

With all they call'd their own ?

Their joys and griefs, and hopes and
And wealth and honour, gone, [cares,

3. God of our fathers, hear,

Thou everlasting Friend

!

While we, as on life's utmost verge,

Our souls to thee commend.

4. Of all the pious dead
May we the footsteps trace,

Till with them, in the land of light,

We dwell before thy face.

183.
God shall wipe away all tears.

1. what a mighty change
Shall Jesus' suff'rers know,

While o'er the happy plains they range,

Incapable of wo

!

2. No ill-requited love

Shall there our spirits wound :

No base ingratitude above,

—

No sin in heaven is found.

3. There all our griefs are spent

:

There all our sorrows end :

We cannot there the fall lament
Of a departed friend ;

—

4. A brother dead to God,
By sin, alas ! undone :

No father there, in passion loud,

Cries,—0, my son ! my son !

5. No slightest touch of pain,

Nor sorrow's least alloy,

Can violate our rest, or stain

Our purity of joy :

—

6. In that eternal day
No clouds or tempests rise :

There gushing tears are wiped away
Forever from our eyes.



WATCHMAN. S. M. LEAGII.

13=111
jhz

—j—r-p—p-I'll!' • w
t !

And are we yet a - live, And see each o-ther's face ? Glo-

»lft4Efta=a==fi£=*—

»

F iiis^sil
fe ... | a ,.^^4-41tiJi J i J. JeM^-g-g.-g-=-^;^4-P-^-|—i-g—#^^. -©j^—fc^z z _ "?z?"<^" "jr

h-^-^za'^-^-dT—

!

1t-t—-t^^t-it—t-HT^^n~i—ir-| rj—

s—/ '
i i

5-^1 I / » i '

ry and praise to Je - sus give, For his re

IfiiilSgiililiiilii

rc-decrn-ing grace.

184.
Family meeting.

1. And arc we yet alive,

And see each other's face?

Glory and praise to Jesus give,

For his redeeming grace.

2. Preserved by power divine

To full salvation here,

Again in .Jesus' praise we join,

. And in his sight appear.

0. What troubles have we seen

!

What conflicts have we pass'd!

Fightings without, and fears within,

^ince we assembled last

!

4. But out of all the Lord
Hath brought us by his love;

And still he doth hie help afford,

And hides our life above.

5. Then lot us make our boast

Of his redeeming power,

"Which saves us to the uttermost,

Till we can sin no more.

6. Let us take up the cross,

Till we the crown obtain
;

And gladly reckon all things loss,

So we may Jesus gain.

185.
The violent take it byforce.

1. may thy powerful word
Inspire a feeble worm

To rush into thy kingdom, Lord,

And take it as by storm.

2. may we all improve
The grace already eiven,

To seize the crown of perfect love,

And scale the mount of heaven.
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186.
Sympathy and mutual love.

1. Blest be the tie that binds

Our hearts in Christian love

;

The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

2. Before our Father's throne
We pour our ardent prayers

;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,

—

Our comfor' s and our cares.

3. We share our mutual woes

;

Our mutual burdens bear;
And often for each other flows

The sympathizing tear.

4. When we asunder part,

It gives us inward pain

;

But we shall still be join'd in heart,

And hope to meet again.

5. This glorious hope revives

Our courage by the way
;

While each in expectation lives,

And longs to see the day.

6. From sorrow, toil, and pain,

And sin, we shall be free
;

And perfect love and friendship reign

Through all eternity.

187.
Groaning for deliverance.

1. When shall thy love constrain,

And force me to thy breast?
When shall my soul return again

To her eternal rest ?

2. Ah ! what avail my strife,

—

My wand'ring to and fro?
Thou hast the words of endless life :

Ah ! whither should I go ?

3. Thy condescending grace
To me did freely move

;

It calls me still to seek thy face,

And stoops to ask my love.

4. Lord, at thy feet I fall

;

I groan to be set free
;

I fain would now obey the call,

And give up all for thee.

188.
Restore my peace.

1. And wilt thou yet be found,
And may I still draw near?

Then listen to the plaintive sound
Of a poor sinner's prayer.

2. Jesus, thine aid afford,

If still the same thou art

:

To thee I look ; to thee, my Lord,

I lift my helpless heart.

3. Thou seest my troubled breast,

The strugglings of my will,

The foes that interrupt my rest,

The agonies I feel.

4. my offended Lord,

llestore my inward peace

;

I know thou canst
;

pronounce the
And bid the tempest cease. [word,

5. 1 long to see thy face

;

Thy Spirit I implore,

—

The living water of thy grace,

That I may thirst no more.

189.
Stmdfxxst reliance upon the promises.

1. Away, my needless fears,

And doubts, no longer mine

;

A ray of heavenly light appears,

—

A messenger divine.

2. Thrice comfortable hope,

That calms my troubled breast

;

My Father's hand prepares the cup,

And what he wills is best.

3. If what I wish is good,

And suits the will divine,

—

By earth and hell in vain withstood,

I know it shall be mine.

4. Still let them counsel take
To frustrate his decree ;

They cannot keep a blessing back,

By Heaven design'd for me.

5. Here then I doubt no more,
But in his pleasure rest

;

Whose wisdom, love, and truth, and
Engage to make me blest. [power,
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From the Devotional Harmonist, by permission.
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190.
Thanks for the unspeakable gift.

2. His infant cries proclaim
A peace 'twixt earth and heaven

Salvation, through his only Name,
To all mankind is given.

3. The gift unspeakable
We thankfully receive,

And to the world thy goodness tell,

And to thy glory live.

4. May all mankind receive

The new-born Prince of peace,

And meekly in his Spirit live,

And in his love increase.

5. Till he convey us home,
Cry every soul aloud,

—

Come, thou Desire of nations, come,
And take us up to God.

191.
The. sacrifice of praise.

1. With joy we lift our eyes
To those bright realms above,

That glorious temple in the skies,

Where dwells eternal Love.

2. Before thy throne we bow,
thou almighty King

;

Here we present the solemn vow,
And hymns of praise we sing.

3. While in thy house we kneel,

With trust and holy fear,

Thy mercy and thy truth reveal,

And lend a gracious ear.

4. Lord, teach our hearts to pray,

And tune our lips to sing
;

Nor from thy presence cast away
The sacrifice we bring.
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192.
The tremendous day.

1. Thou Judge of quick and dead,

Before whose bar severe,

With holy joy or guilty dread,

We all shall soon appear.

2. Our caution'd souls prepare
For that tremendous day,

And fill us now with watchful care,

And stir us up to pray :

3. To pray, and wait the hour,
That awful hour unknown,

When, robed in majesty and power,
Thou shalt from heaven come down.

4. The' immortal Son of man,
To judge the human race,

With all thy Father's dazzling train,

With all thy glorious grace.

6

193.
The solemn midnight cry.

1. To damp our earthly joys,

To' increase our gracious fears,

Forever let the' archangel's voice

Be sounding in our ears

—

2. The solemn midnight cry,

—

Ye dead, the Judge is come
;

Arise, and meet him in the sky,

And meet your instant doom.

3. may we all be found
Obedient to thy word,

Attentive to the trumpet's sound,

And looking for our Lord.

4. may we thus insure

A lot among the blest
;

And watch a moment to secure

An everlasting rest.
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194.
All-sufficient grace.

1. Grace ! 'tis a charming sound,
Harmonious to the ear

;

Heaven with the echo shall resound,

And all the earth shall hear.

2. Grace first contrived a way
To save rebellious man

;

And all the steps that grace display,

Which drew the wondrous plan.

3. Grace taught my roving feet

To tread the heavenly road
;

And new supplies each hour I meet,
While pressing on to God.

4. Grace all the work shall crown,
Through everlasting days

;

It lays in heaven the topmost stone,

And well deserves our praise.

195.
The joyful meeting.

1. Saviour of sinful men,
Thy goodness we proclaim,

Which brings us here to meet again,

And triumph in thy Name :

2. Thy mighty Name hath been
Our safeguard and our tower,

—

Hath saved us from the world and sin,

And all the' accuser's power.

3. Awhile in flesh disjoin'd,

Our friends that went before

We soon in Paradise shall find,

And meet to part no more.

4. In yon thrice happy seat,

Waiting for us they are
;

And thou shalt there a husband meet,

And I a parent there.
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196.
Delight in God.

1. Lord ! I delight in thee,

And on thy care depend
;

To thee in every trouble flee,

My best, my only Friend.

2. "When nature's streams are dried,

Thy fulness is the same

;

With this will I be satisfied,

And glory in thy Name.

3. Who made my heaven secure,

Will here all good provide :

While Christ is rich can I be poor?
What can I want beside ?

4. 1 cast my care on thee !

I triumph and adore :

Henceforth my great concern shall be
To love and please thee more.

earth

197.
Perseverance.

1. My soul, be on thy guard
;

Ten thousand foes arise

;

The hosts of sin are pressing hard
To draw thee from the skies.

2. watch, and fight, and pray

;

The battle ne'er give o'er
;

Renew it boldly every day,

And help divine implore.

3. Ne'er think the vict'ry won,
Nor lay thine armour down :

The work of faith will not be done,

Till thou obtain the crown.

4. Then persevere till death
Shall bring thee to thy God

;

He '11 take thee, at thy parting breath,

To his divine abode.
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Prayer for a blessing on ministers.

1. Jesus, thy servants bless,

Who, sent by thee, proclaim
The peace, and joy, and righteousness
Experienced in thy name :

2. The kingdom of our God,

—

Which grace divine imparts

;

The power of thy victorious blood,

—

Which reigns in faithful hearts.

3. Their souls with faith supply,

—

With life and liberty;

And then they preach and testify

The things concerning thee

:

4. And live for this alone,

—

Thy grace to minister;

And all thou hast for sinners done,

In life and death declare.

199.
Tlieir love for Zion.

1. 1 love thy kingdom, Lord,

—

The house of thine abode,

—

The Church our blest Redeemer saved
With his own precious blood.

2. 1 love thy Church, God

!

Her walls before thee stand,

Dear as the apple of thine eye,

And graven on thy hand.

3. For her my tears shall fall

;

For her my prayers ascend

;

To her my cares and toils be given,

Till toils and cares shall end.

4. Beyond my highest joy

I prize her heavenly ways
;

Her sweet communion, solemn vows,

Her hymns of Ioyc and praise.
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5. Sure as thy truth shall last,

To Zion shall be given

The brightest glories earth can yield,

And brighter bliss of heaven.

200.
TJiey goforth to labour in the vineyard of the Lord.

1. And let our bodies part,

—

To diff'rent climes repair
;

Inseparably join'd in heart
The friends of Jesus are.

2. let us still proceed

In Jesus' work below
;

And, foll'wing our triumphant Head,

To further conquests go.

3. The vineyard of the Lord
Before his lab'rers lies;

And lo ! we see the vast reward
Which waits us in the skies.

4. let our heart and mind
Continually ascend,

That haven of repose to find,

Where all our labours end

:

5. Where all our toils are o'er,

Our suff'ring and our pain

:

Who meet on that eternal shore,

Shall never part again.

201.
They are to sow beside all waters.

1. Sow in the morn thy seed
;

At eve hold not thy hand

;

To doubt and fear give thou no heed,

—

Broad-cast it o'er the land.

2. Thou know'st not which shall

The late or early sown
;

[thrive,

—

Grace keeps the precious germ alive,

When and wherever strown :

3. And duly shall appear,

In verdure, beauty, strength,

The tender blade, the stalk, the ear,

And the full corn at length.

4. Thou canst not toil in vain :

Cold, heat, and moist, and dry,

Shall foster and mature the grain
For garners in the sky.

202.
TJicir success certain.

1. Lord, if at thy command
The word of life we sow,

Water'd by thy almighty hand,
The seed shall surely grow

:

2. The virtue of thy grace
A large increase shall give,

And multiply the faithful race

Who to thy glory live.

3. Now, then, the ceaseless shower
Of gospel blessings send,

And let the soul-converting power
Thy ministers attend.

4. On multitudes confer

The heart-renewing love,

And by the joy of grace prepare
For fuller joys above.

203.
Their glorious reward.

1. happy, happy place,

Where saints and angels meet

!

There we shall see each other's face,

And all our brethren greet.

2. The Church of the first-born,

We shall with them be blest,

And, crown'd with endless joy, return

To our eternal rest.

3. With joy we shall behold,

In yonder blest abode,

The patriarchs and prophets old,

And all the saints of God.

4. Abrah'm and Isaac, there,

And Jacob, shall receive

The foll'wers of their faith and prayer,

Who now in bodies live.

5. We shall our time beneath
Live out in cheerful hope,

And fearless pass the vale of death,

And gain the mountain-top.

G. To gather home his own,
God shall his angels send,

And bid our bliss, on earth begun,

In deathless triumphs end.
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204.

Prayer for the sick one.

1. To thee, our Father, God,
In deep distress we cry,

"Withhold from us thy chast'ning rod,

Let not the sick one die.

2. Here, on the couch of pain,

The trembling sufferer lies

;

Exert thy healing power again,

And bid the sick one rise.

3. At once, disease remove

;

At once, to health restore

;

0, let us hear thy voice of love,

" Rise"—" go—and sin no more."

4. Avert the fearful blow,

That threatens to destroy

;

0, let the feeble prisoner go

—

And fill our hearts with joy.

5. To thee, our Father—God,
In deep distress we cry ;

"Withhold from us thy chast'ning rod,

Let not the sick one die.
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Thanksgiving

:

— The sick one restored.

1. Ten thousand thanks to thee,

For all thy goodness, Lord

;

Our bounding hearts rejoice to see

The sick again restored.

2. help us, one and all,

A grateful song to raise

—

And consecrate to thee our all,

"Who lengthens out our days.

3. Inspire us with thy love,

Our gratitude increase

;

And help each one to rise above
All worldly Handedness.

4. May parents—children—all,

Unitedly agree

;

To heed thy word, obey thy call,

And give up all for thee.

5. Through mercy all divine,

Around thy throne we meet

;

In solemn prayer and praise to join

A circle, now complete.
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206.
Family consecration.

1. Hear, Father, hear the strains we raise,

Our grateful song of melody ;

Thy hallow'd name we now would praise,

And consecrate our all to Thee.

2. To Thee we owe life's changing hours,

Each day a gift bestow'd anew

;

And with the morn's awak'ning powers,
We would our vows of love renew.

3. We love Thee, for our pleasant home,
The pilgrim's earthly dwelling-place

;

We love Thee, for thy truth made known,
The record of thy saving grace.

4. 0, help us all to do thy will,

And daily watching unto prayer,

With joy thy wise commands fulfil,

And each the other's burden bear.

5. Then, when removed from mansions here,

A heavenly mansion may we gain
;

A home secure from change or fear,

Made ours in Jesus' hallow'd name.

207.
JVo success without God's blessing.

1. Except the Lord our labours bless,

In vain shall we desire success
;

Except his guardian power resti'ain,

The watchman waketh but in vain.

2. 'T is useless toil our stores to keep,

—

Early to rise, and late to sleep,

—

Unless the Lord, who reigns on high,

His providential care supply.

3. Grant, Lord, that we may ever flee

For guidance and fur help to thee

;

Thy blessing ask, whate'er we do,

And in thy strength our work pursue.
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208.
Infinite indebtedness.

1. Great God, let all our tuneful powers

Awake, and sing thy mighty Name

:

Thy hand revolves the circling hours

—

Thy hand, from whence our being came.

2. Seasons and moons, still rolling round

In beauteous order, speak thy praise

;

And years, with smiling mercy crown'd,

To thee successive honours raise.

3. Our life, and health, and friends, we owe
All to thy vast, unbounded love

;

Ten thousand precious gifts below,

And hope of nobler joys above.

4. Thus may we sing till nature cease,

—

Till sense and language are no more
;

And, after death, thy boundless grace

Through everlasting years adore.

209.
CJiildren consecrated in baptism.

1. Come, Holy Ghost—come from on high

;

Baptizer of our spirits thou !

The sacramental seal apply,

And witness with the water now.

2. Exert thy gracious power divine,

And sprinkle thou the' atoning blood
;

May Father, Son, and Spirit, join

To seal this child an heir of God.

210.
Tribute of praise to the Saviour.

1. Jesus, thou everlasting King,
Accept the tribute which we bring;
Accept thy well-deserved renown,
And wear our praises as thy crown.

2. Let every act of worship be
Like our espousals, Lord, to thee

;

Like the blest hour, when from above
We first received the pledge of love.

3. The gladness of that happy day,

may it ever, ever stay :

Nor let our faith forsake its hold,

Nor hope decline, nor love grow cold.

4. Let every moment, as it flies,

Increase thy praise, improve our joys,

Till we are raised to sing thy Name,
At the great supper of the Lamb.

211.
Tfie sacramental seal.

1. Come, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
Honour the means ordain'd by thee

;

Make good our apostolic boast,

And own thy glorious ministry.

2. We now thy promised presence claim,
Sent to disciple all mankind,

—

Sent to baptize into thy name,

—

We now thy promised presence find.

3. Father, in these reveal thy Son

;

In these, for whom we seek thy face,

The hidden mystery make known,
The inward, pure, baptizing grace.

4. Jesus, with us thou always art

;

Effectual make the sacred sign

;

The gift unspeakable impart,
And bless the ordinance divine.

5. Eternal Spirit, from on high,

Baptizer of our spirits thou,

The sacramental seal apply,

And witness with the water now.

212.
Love which passeth knowledge.

1. Of Him who did salvation bring
I could forever think and sing

;

Arise, ye needy,—he '11 relieve
;

Arise, ye guilty,—he '11 forgive.

2. Ask but his grace, and lo, 't is given

;

Ask, and he turns your hell to heaven

:

Though sin and sorrow wound my soul,

Jesus, thy balm will make it whole.

3. To shame our sins he blush'd in blood

;

He closed his eyes to show us God :

Let all the world fall down and know,
That none but God such love can show.

4. 'T is thee I love, for thee alone
I shed my tears and make my moan

;

Where'er I am, where'er I move,
I meet the object of my love.

5. Insatiate to this spring I fly
;

I drink, and yet am ever dry

:

Ah! who against thy charms is proof?
Ah ! who that loves, can love enough ?
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213.
Rejoicing at the return of the Sabbath.

1. My opening eyes with rapture see

The dawn of this returning day
;

My thoughts, God, ascend to thee,

While thus my early vows I pay.

2. 1 yield my heart to thee alone,

Nor would receive another guest

:

Eternal King, erect thy throne,

And reign sole monarch in my breast.

3. bid this trifling world retire,

And drive each carnal thought away

;

Nor let me feel one vain desire,

One sinful thought, through all the day.

4. Then, to thy courts when I repair,

My soul shall rise on joyful wing,

—

The wonders of thy love declare,

And join the strains which angels sing.

214.
Jesus reigns.

1. Come, let us tune our loftiest song,

And raise to Christ our joyful strain;

Worship and thanks to Him belong,

Who reigns, and shall forever reign.

2. His sov'reign power our bodies made
;

Our souls are his immortal breath
;

And when his creatures sinn'd, he bled,

To save us from eternal death.

3. Burn every breast with Jesus' love
;

Bound every heart with rapt'rous joy
;

And saints on earth, with saints above,

Your voices in his praise employ.

4. Come quickly in, thou heavenly guest,

Nor ever hence remove

;

But sup with us, and let the feast

Be everlasting love.
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215.
Joy of public wors7iip.

1. Great God, attend, while Zion sings

The joy that from thy presence springs

;

To spend one day -with thee on earth

Exceeds a thousand days of mirth.

2. Might I enjoy the meanest place

Within thy house, God of grace,

Not tents of ease, or thrones of power,

Should tempt my feet to leave thy door.

3. God is our sun, he makes our day

;

God is our shield, he guards our way
From all assaults of hell and sin,

From foes without, and foes within.

4. xA.ll needful grace will God bestow,

And crown that grace with glory too

;

He gives us all things, and withholds

No real good from upright souls.

5. God our King, whose sov'reign sway
The glorious hosts of heaven obey,

And devils at thy presence flee,

Blest is the man that trusts in thee.

216.
How dreadful is this place!

1. Thou, whom all thy saints adore,

We now with all thy saints agree,

And bow our inmost souls before

Thy glorious, awful Majesty.

2. We come, great God, to seek thy face,

And for thy loving kindness wait

;

And 0, how dreadful is this place !

;Tis God's own house, 'tis heaven's gate.

3. Tremble our hearts to find thee nigh

;

To thee our trembling hearts aspire :

And lo ! we see descend from high
The pillar and the flame of fire.

4. Still let it on the' assembly stay,

And all the house with glory fill

:

To Canaan's bounds point out the way,
And lead us to thy holy hill.

5. There let us all with Jesus stand,

And join the gen'ral Church above,

And take our seats at thy right hand,
And sing thine everlasting love.

217.
Living bread.

1. Thy presence, gracious God, afford

;

Prepare us to receive thy word :

Now let thy voice engage our ear,

And faith be mix'd with what we hear.

2. Distracting thoughts and cares remove,
And fix our hearts and hopes above

;

With food divine may we be fed,

And satisfied with living bread.

3. To us the sacred word apply,

With sov'reign power and energy

;

And may we, in thy faith and fear,

Reduce to practice what we hear.

4. Father, in us thy Son reveal

;

Teach us to know and do thy will

:

Thy saving power and love display,

And guide us to the realms of day.

218.
The highway of holiness.

1. Jesus, my all, to heaven is gone,

—

He, whom I fix my hopes upon

;

His track I see, and I '11 pursue
The narrow way, till him I view.

2. The way the holy prophets went,

—

The road that leads from banishment,

—

The King's highway of holiness,

I '11 go, for all his paths are peace.

3. This is the way I long have sought,

And mourn'd because I found it not

;

My grief a burden long has been,

Because I was not saved from sin.

4. The more I strove against its power,
I felt its weight and guilt the more

;

Till late I heard my Saviour say,

—

Come hither, soul, 1 am the way.

5. Lo ! glad I come ; and thou, blest Lamb,
Shalt take me to thee, as I am :

Nothing but sin have I to give,

—

Nothing but love shall I receive.

6. Then will I tell to sinners round,

What a dear Saviour I have found

;

I'll point to thy redeeming blood,

And say,—Behold the way to God.
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HARVEST HYMN. L. If. s. wakefield,
/?•> From the Devotional Harmonist, by permission.
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219.

Infinite in wisdom.

2. He form'd the stars, those heavenly flames

He counts their numbers, calls their names
His wisdom's vast, and knows no hound,

—

A deep where all our thoughts are drown'd.

3. Sing to the Lord! exalt him high,

Who spreads the clouds along the sky

;

There he prepares the fruitful rain,

Nor lets the drops descend in vain.

4. He makes the grass the hills adorn ;

He clothes the smiling fields with corn

;

The beasts with food his hands supply,
And the young ravens when they cry.

6. What is the creature's skill or force?

The sprightly man, or warlike horse?
The piercing wit, the active limb?
All are too mean delights for him.

220.
Solatin reverence.

1. Eternal Power, whose high abode
Becomes the grandeur of a God

:

Infinite lengths, beyond the bounds
Where stars revolve their little rounds

:

2. Thee while the first archangel sings,

He hides his face behind his wings :

And ranks of shining thrones around
Fall worshipping, and spread the ground.

3. Lord, what shall earth and ashes do?
We would adore our Maker too

;

From sin and dust to thee we cry,

The Great, the Holy, and the High.

4. Earth, from afar, hath heard thy fame,

And worms have lcarn'd to lisp thy name

;

But ! the glories of thy mind
Leave all our soaring thoughts behind.
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221.
Commencing the labours of the day.

1. Forth in thy name, Lord, I go,

My daily labours to pursue
;

Thee, only thee, resolved to know,
In all I think, or speak, or do.

2. Thee will I set at my right hand,
Whose eyes mine inmost substance see;

And labour on at thy command,
And offer all my works to thee.

3. Give me to bear thy easy yoke,

And every moment watch and pray

;

And still to things eternal look,

And hasten to thy glorious day :

—

4. For thee delightfully employ
Whate'er thy bounteous grace has given

;

And run my course with even joy,

And closely walk with thee to heaven.

222.
Self-dedication to the Lord.

1. Lord, thy heavenly grace impart,

And fix my frail, inconstant heart

;

Henceforth my chief desire shall be
To dedicate myself to thee.

2. Whate'er pursuits my time employ,
One thought shall fill my soul with joy:
That silent, secret thought shall be,

That all my thoughts are fix'd on thee.

3. Thy glorious eye pervadeth space
;

Thy presence, Lord, fills every place

;

And wheresoe'er my lot may be,

Still shall my spirit rest Avith thee.

4. Renouncing every worldly thing,

And safe beneath thy spreading wing,

My sweetest thought henceforth shall be,

That all I want I find in thee.
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223.
The mercy-seat.

1. From every stormy wind that blows,
From every swelling tide of woes,

There is a calm, a sure retreat

;

'T is found beneath the mercy-seat.

2. There is a place, where Jesus sheds
The oil of gladness on our heads

;

A place than all besides more sweet,

—

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat.

3. There is a .scene, where spirits blend,

Where friend holds fellowship with friend;

Though sunder'd far, by faith they meet,
Around one common mercy-seat.

4. Ah! whither could we flee for aid,

When tempted, desolate, dismay'd ?

Or how the hosts of hell defeat,

Had suff'ring saints no mercy-seat?

5. There, there on eagles' wings we soar,

And sin and sense molest no more
;

And heaven comes down our souls to greet,

While glory crowns the mercy-seat.

224.
Blessings of prayer.

1. What various hindrances we meet
In coming to a mercy-seat

;

Yet who that knows the worth of prayer,
But wishes to be often there ?

2. Prayer makes the darken'd cloud withdraw;

Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw
;

Gives exercise to faith and love
;

Brings every blessing from above.

3. Restraining prayer, we cease to fight

;

Prayer keeps the Christian's armour
And Satan trembles when he sees [bright

;

The weakest saint upon his knees.
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225.
Design of prayer.

1. Prayer is appointed to convey
The blessings God designs to give

:

Long as they live should Christians pray

;

They learn to pray when first they live.

2. If pain afflict, or wrongs oppress

;

If cares distract, or fears dismay
;

If guilt deject; if sin distress;

In every case, still watch and pray.

3. 'T is prayer supports the soul that's weak ;

Though thought be broken, language lame,

Tray, if thou canst or canst not speak

;

But pray with faith in Jesus' name.

4. Depend on him ; thou canst not fail

;

Make all thy wants and wishes known

;

Fear not ; his merits must prevail

:

Ask but in faith, it shall be done.

226.
Christ's presence makes death easy.

1. Why should we start, and fear to die ?

What tini'rous worms we mortals are

!

Death is the gate to endless joy,

And yet we dread to enter there.

2. The pains, the groans, the dying strife

Fright our approaching souls away
;

And we shrink back again to life,

Fond of our prison and our clay.

3. would my Lord his servant meet,
My soul would stretch her wings in haste,

Fly fearless through death's iron gate,

Nor feel the terrors as she pass'd.

•L Jesus can make a dying bed
Feel soft as downy pillows are,

While on his breast I lean my head,

And breathe my life out sweetly there.
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From the Devotional Harmonist, by permission.
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227.
TJie Minister's prayer : Christ's constraining love.

2. The love of Christ doth me constrain
To seek the wand'ring souls of men

;

With cries, entreaties, tears, to save,

—

To snatch them from the gaping grave.

3. For this let men revile my name

;

No cross 1 shun, I fear no shame:
All hail, reproach; and welcome, pain;
Only thy terrors, Lord, restrain.

4. My life, my blood, I here present,
If for thy truth they may be spent

;

Fulfil thy sov'reign counsel, Lord

;

Thy will be done, thy Name adored.

5. Give me thy strength, God of power
Then let winds blow, or thunders roar,

Thy faithful witness will I be :

;T is fix'd ; I can do all through thee.

228.
For the fire of divine love.

1. Thou who earnest from above,

The pure celestial fire to' impart,

Kindle a flame of 3acred love,

On the mean altar of my heart.

2. There let it for thy glory burn,

With inextinguishable blaze;

And trembling to its Source return,

In humble love and fervent praise.

3. Jesus, confirm my heart's desire,

To work, and speak, and think for thee

;

Still let me guard the holy fire,

And still stir up thy gift in me.

4. Fveady for all thy perfect will,

My acts of faith and love repeat,

Till death thy endless mercies seal,

And make the sacrifice complete.
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229.
National blessings.

2. Thy Name we bless, almighty God,
For all the kindness thou hast shown

To this fair land the pilgrims trod,

—

This land we fondly call our own.

3. Here freedom spreads her banner wide,
And casts her soft and hallow'd ray

;

Here thou our fathers' steps didst guide
In safety through their dang'rous way.

4. We praise thee that the gospel's light

Thro' all our land its radiance sheds
;

Dispels the shades of error's night,
And heavenly blessings round us spreads.

5. Great God, preserve us in thy fear

;

In danger still our guardian be

;

0, spread thy truth's bright precepts here
Let all the people worship thee.

7

230.
For sustaining grace.

1. My hope, my all, my Saviour thou
;

To thee, lo, now my soul I bow

;

I feel the bliss thy wounds impart,

—

I find thee, Saviour, in my heart.

2. Be thou my strength,—be thou my way

;

Protect me through my life's short day

:

In all my acts may wisdom guide,

And keep me, Saviour, near thy side.

3. In fierce temptation's darkest hour,

Save me from sin and Satan's power;
Tear every idol from thy throne,

And reign, my Saviour, reign alone.

4. My suff 'ring time shall soon be o'er;:

Then shall I sigh and weep no more

:

My ransom'd soul shall soar away,

To sing thy praise in endless day.
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Morning : Sacrifice of praise and prayer.

1. Awake, my soul, and with the sun
Thy daily stage of duty run

;

Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise

To pay thy morning sacrifice.

2. Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart,

And with the angels bear thy part,

Who all night long unwearied sing

High praises to the' eternal King.

3. All praise to Thee, who safe hast kept,

And hast refresh'd me while I slept

:

Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake,
I may of endless life partake.

4. Lord, I my vows to thee renew

;

Scatter my sins as morning dew
;

Guard my first springs of thought and will

And with thyself my spirit fill.

5. Direct, control, suggest, this day,

All I design, or do, or say
;

That all my powers, with all their might,

In thy sole glory may unite.

232.
Family Religion.

1. Father of all, thy care we bless,

Which crowns our families with peace;

From Thee they spring, and by thy hand
They have been, and are still sustain'd.

2. To thee may each united house,

Morning and night, present its vows

;

Our servants there and rising race

Be taught thy precepts and thy grace.

8. O may each future age proclaim

The honours of Thy glorious name !

While pleased and thankful we remove
To join the family above.
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233.
T/ic joys o/ Me Sahlatfi.

1. Sweet is the work, my God, my King,
To praise thy name, give thanks, and sing

;

To show thy love by morning light,

And talk of all thy truth by night.

2. Sweet is the day of sacred rest

;

No mortal cares shall seize my breast

;

may my heart in tune be found,

Like David's harp of solemn sound.

3. When grace has purified my heart,

Then I shall share a glorious part

:

And fresh supplies of joy be shed,

Like holy oil to cheer my head.

4. Then shall I see, and hear, and know
All I desired or wish'd below

;

And every power find sweet employ
In that eternal world of joy.

234.
He careth for you.

1. Peace, troubled soul, thou need'st not

Thy great Provider still is near
;

[fear

;

Who fed thee last will feed thee still

:

Be calm, and sink into his will.

2. The Lord, who built the earth and sky,

In mercy stoops to hear thy cry
;

His promise all may freely claim:

Ask and receive in Jesus' name.

3. Without reserve give Christ your heart

;

Let him his righteousness impart

;

Then all things else he ;
11 freely give :

With him you all things shall receive.

4. Thus shall the soul be truly blest,

That seeks in God his only rest

:

May I that happy person be,

In time and in eternity.
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235.
Jn <7ie sanctuary.

1. Far from my thoughts, vain world, be
Let my religious hours alone

;
[gone,

Fain would mine eyes my Saviour see

;

I wait a visit, Lord, from thee.

2. warm my heart with holy fire,

And kindle there a pure desire :

Come, sacred Spirit, from above,

And fill my soul with heavenly love.

3. Blest Saviour, what delicious fare !

How sweet thine entertainments arc !

Never did angels taste above
Redeeming grace and dying love.

4. Hail, great Immanucl, all divine !

In thee thy Father's glories shine
;

Thy glorious name shall be adored,

And every tongue confess thee Lord.

236.
Fledge of endless rest.

1

.

Return, my soul, enjoy thy rest

;

Improve the day thy God hath blest

:

Another six days' work is done

;

Another Sabbath is begun.

2. that our thoughts and thanks may
As grateful incense to the skies

;
[rise,

And draw from Christ that sweet repose,

Which none but he that feels it knows.

3. This heavenly calm within the breast,

Is the dear pledge of glorious rest,

Which for the Church of God remains,

The end of cares, the end of pains.

4. In holy duties, let the day,

In holy comforts, pass away
;

How sweet, a Sabbath thus to spend,

In hope of one that ne'er shall end.
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The light yoke and easy burden.

2. Rest for my soul I long to find

:

Saviour of all, if mine thou art,

Give me thy meek and lowly mind,
And stamp thine image on my heart.

3. Break off the yoke of inbred sin,

And fully set my spirit free

;

I cannot rest till pure within,

—

Till I am wholly lost in thee.

4. Fain would I learn of thee, my God

;

Thy light and easy burden prove

;

The cross all stain'd with hallow'd blood.

The labour of thy dying love.

5. 1 would, but thou must give the power

:

My heart from every sin release

;

Bring near, bring near the joyful hour,
And fill me with thy perfect peace.

238.
Bis everlasting arms of love.

1. How do thy mercies close me round

!

Forever be thy Name adored

;

I blush in all things to abound

;

The servant is above his Lord.

2. Inured to poverty and pain,

A suff 'ring life my Master led
;

The Son of God, the Son of man,
He had not where to lay his head.

3. But lo ! a place he hath prepared
For me, whom watchful angels keep ;

Yea, he himself becomes my guard;
He smooths my bed, and gives me sleep.

4. Jesus protects ; my fears, begone

:

What can the Rock of Ages move ?

Safe in thy arms I lay me down,

—

Thine everlasting arms of love.
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239.
Anticipating the heavenly Sabbath.

1. Lord of the Sabbath, hear us pray,
In this thy house, on this thy day;
And own, as grateful sacrifice,

The songs which from thy servants rise.

2. Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love,

But there's a nobler rest above

;

To that our lab'ring souls aspire,

With ardent hope, and strong desire.

3. No more fatigue, no more distress,

Nor sin nor hell shall reach the place
;

No sighs shall mingle with the songs,

Which warble from immortal tongues.

4. No rude alarms of raging foes
;

No cares to break the long repose

;

No midnight shade, no clouded sun
;

But sacred, high, eternal noon.

5. long-expected day, begin

;

Dawn on these realms of wo and sin

:

Fain would we leave this weary road,

And sleep in death, to rest with God.

240.
Sabbath evening: Tfty kingdom come.

1. Millions within thy courts have met,
Millions this day before thee bow'd

;

Their faces Zionward were set,

—

Vows with their lips to thee they vow'd.

2. But thou, soul-searching God ! hast known
The hearts of all that bent the knee

;

And hast accepted those alone,

Who in the Spirit worshipp'd thee.

3. People of many a tribe and tongue,

Of various languages and lands,

Have heard thy truth, thy glory sung,

And offer'd prayer with holy hands.
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4. And not a prayer, a tear, a sigh,

Hath fail'd tins day some suit to gain
;

To those in trouble thou wert nigh

;

Not one hath sought thy face in vain.

5. Thy poor were bountifully fed,

—

Thy chasten'd sons have kiss'd the rod

;

Thy mourners have been comforted,

—

The pure in heart have seen their God.

G. Yet one prayer more ;—and be it one,

In which both heaven and earth ac-

Fulfil thy promise to thy Son : [cord ;

—

Let all that breathe call Jesus Lord !

241.
For mourners in Zion.

1. let the pris'ner's mournful cries

As incense in thy sight appear

:

Their humble wailings pierce the skies,

If haply they may feel thee near.

2. The captive exiles make their moans,
From sin impatient to be free :

Call home, call home thy banish'd ones
;

Lead captive their captivity.

3. Show them the blood that bought their

peace,

The anchor of their steadfast hope,

And bid their guilty terrors cease,

And bring the ransonrd pris'ners up.

4. Out of the deep regard their cries

;

The fallen raise, the mourners cheer

:

Sun of righteousness, arise,

And scatter all their doubt and fear.

0. Pity the day of feeble things
;

gather every halting soul

;

And drop salvation from thy wings,

And make the contrite sinner whole.

242.
For the lambs of the floclc.

1. Author of faith, we seek thy face

For all who feel thy work begun
;

Confirm, and strengthen them in grace,

And bring thy feeblest children on.

2. Thou seest their wants, thou know'st
their names

;

Be mindful of thy youngest care
;

Be tender of the new-born lambs,

And gently in thy bosom bear.

3. In safety lead thy little flock,—
From hell, the world, and sin, secure

;

And set their feet upon the rock,

And make in thee their goings sure.

.

243.
For the peace <ff Jerusalem.

1. Thou, our Saviour, Brother, Friend,

Behold a cloud of incense rise
;

The prayers of saints to heaven ascend,

Grateful, accepted sacrifice.

2. Regard our prayers for Zion's peace
;

Shed in our hearts thy love abroad
;

Thy gifts abundantly increase
;

Enlarge, and fill us all with God.

3. Before thy sheep, great Shepherd, go,

And guide into thy perfect will

;

Cause us thy hallow'd name to know
;

The work of faith in us fulfil.

i. Help us to make our calling sure
;

let us all be saints indeed,

And pure, as thou thyself art pure.

—

Conform'd in all things to our Head.

5. Take the dear purchase of thy blood;

—

Thy blood shall wash us white as snow

:

Present us sanctified to God,

And perfected in love below.

244.
Waiting for the promise.

1. Jesus, full of truth and grace

!

all-atoning Lamb of God !

I wait to see thy glorious face
;

1 seek redemption in thy blood.

2. Thou art the anchor of my hope
;

The faithful promise I receive :

Surely thy death shall raise me up.

For thou hast died that I might live.

3. Satan, with all his arts, no more
Me from the gospel hope can move

;

I shall receive the gracious power,

And find the pearl of perfect love.

A. My flesh, which cries.—It cannot be,

Shall silence keep before the Lord

;

And earth, and hell, and sin, shall flee

At Jesus'* everlasting word.
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245.
Morning : Vie Lord is my portion.

1. God, my God, my all thou art

:

Ere shines the dawn of rising day,

Thy sov'reign light within my heart,

Thy all-enliv'ning power, display.

2. For thee my thirsty soul doth pant,
While in this desert land I live

;

And, hungry as I am, and faint,

Thy love alone can comfort give.

3. In a dry land, behold, I place
My whole desire on thee, Lord

;

And more I joy to gain thy grace,

Than all earth's treasures can afford.

4. More dear than life itself, thy love
My heart and tongue shall still employ

;

And to declare thy praise will prove
My peace, my glory, and my joy.

5. In blessing thee with grateful songs,

My happy life shall glide away
;

The praise that to thy Name belongs,

Hourly, with lifted hands, I '11 pay.

246.
Morning: Adoration.

1. Arise, my soul, with rapture rise,

And, fill'd with love and fear, adore
The awful Sov'reign of the skies,

Whose mercy lends thee one day more.

2. And may this day, indulgent Power,
Not idly pass, nor fruitless be

;

But may each swiftly passing hour
Still nearer bring my soul to thee.

247,
Doxology.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow
;

Praise him, all creatures here below

;

Praise him above, ye heavenly host

;

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
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Morning and evening mercies.

1. My God, how endless is thy love
;

Thy gifts are every evening new
;

And morning mercies from above,
Gently descend like early dew.

2. Thou spread'st the curtains of the night,

Great Guardian of my sleeping hours
;

Thy sov'reign word restores the light,

And quickens all my drowsy powers.

3. 1 yield myself to thy command

;

To thee devote my nights and days

;

Perpetual blessings from thy hand
Demand perpetual songs of praise.

249.
Heaven shall recompense our pains.

Let sickness blast, let death devour,
If heaven must recompense our pains;

Perish the grass, and fade the flower,

If firm the word of God remains.

250.
Night.

1. Thee, in the watches of the night,

Do I not, Lord, remember still,

And meditate with calm delight

Upon the counsels of thy will ?

2. Thy will is my perfection here
;

And sighs for this, my whole desire,

To' attain that heavenly character,

And spotless in thine arms expire.

251.
Sustaining grace prayed for.

1. Taught by our Lord, we will not pray-

Out of the world to be removed
;

But keep us, in our evil day,
Till patient faith is fully proved.

2. From sin, the world, and Satan's snare,

The members of thy Son defend,

Till all thy character we bear,

And grace matured in glory end.
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Evening: Trusting in God.

1

.

Glory to thee, my God, this night,

For all the blessings of the light

:

Keep me, keep me, King of kings,

Beneath the shadow of thy wings.

2. Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son,
The ill which I this day have done

;

That with the world, myself, and thee,

I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

3. Teach me to live, that I may dread
The grave as little as my bed

;

Teach me to die, that so I may
Rise glorious at the judgment-day.

4. let my soul on thee repose,

And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close

;

Sleep, which shall me more vig'rous make.
To serve my God, when I awake.

5. Lord, let my soul forever share

The bliss of thy paternal care

:

;Tis heaven on earth, 'tis heaven above,

To see thy face, and sing thy love.

253.
Calm in the storm.

1

.

Glory to Thee, whose powerful word
Bids the tempestuous winds arise

;

Glory to thee, the sov'reign Lord
Of air, and earth, and sea, and skies.

2. Let air, and earth, and skies obey,

And seas thine awful will perform

:

From them we learn to own thy sway,

And shout to meet the gath'ring storm.

3. What though the floods lift up their voice
;

Thou hearest, Lord, our louder cry
;

They cannot damp thy children's joys,

Or shake the soul when God is nigh.
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254.
Flirting of friends.

1

.

Thy presence, everlasting God

!

"Wide o'er all nature spreads abroad :

Thy watchful eyes, which cannot sleep,

In every place thy children keep.

2. While near each other we remain,
Thou dost our lives and souls sustain

;

When separate, happy if we share
Thy smiles and thy paternal care.

3. To thee we all our ways commit,
And seek our comforts near thy feet

;

Still on our souls vouchsafe to shine,

And guard and guide us still as thine.

4. Bring us again to pay our vows,
Lord, in thy beloved house

;

Or, if that joy no more be known,
may we meet around thy throne.

255.
On changing place of abode.

1. Sole Sovereign of the earth and skies,

Supremely good, supremely wise,

Fix thou the place of our abode,

But let it still be near our God.

2. On earth we weary pilgrims roam,
Nor find, nor hope, a lasting home

;

We seek a house not made with hands,

A heavenly house, which ever stands.

3. Yet while we sojourn here below,

Let streams of mercy round us flow

;

And when our destined race is run,

Assign us mansions near thy throne.

256.
A beamfrom heaven cheers the Pilgrim.

A beam from heaven is sent to cheer

The pilgrim on his gloomy road

;

And angels are attending near,

To bear him to their bright abode.
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257.
Evening: Memorials of His grace.

1. Thus far the Lord hath led me on,

—

Thus far his power prolongs my days

;

And every evening shall make known
Some fresh memorial of his grace.

2. Much of my time has run to waste,

And I, perhaps, am near my home :

But he forgives my follies past,

And gives me strength for days to come.

3. 1 lay my body down to sleep ;

Peace is the pillow for my head

;

While well-appointed angels keep

Their watchful stations round my bed.

4. Thus, when the night of death shall come,

My flesh shall rest beneath the ground,

And wait thy voice to rouse my tomb,

With sweet salvation in the sound.

258.
The Christian's parting hour.

1. How sweet the hour of closing day,

When all is peaceful and serene,

And when the sun, with cloudless ray,

Sheds mellow lustre o'er the scene

!

2. Such is the Christian's parting hour
;

So peacefully he sinks to rest

;

When faith, endued from heaven with power,

Sustains and cheers his languid breast.

3 Who would not wish to die like those

Whom God's own Spirit deigns to bless ?

To sink into that soft repose,

Then wake to perfect happiness ?

259.
Self-examination.

1. Thou, great God, whose piercing eye

Distinctly marks each deep recess ;

In these sequester'd hours draw nigh,

And with thy presence fill the place.
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2. Through all the mazes of my heart,

My search let heavenly wisdom guide

;

And still its radiant beams impart,

Till all be search'd and purified.

3. Then, with the visits of thy love,

Do thou my inmost spirit cheer

;

Till every grace shall join to prove

That God has fix'd his dwelling here.

260.
Importunate supplication.

1. God of my life, what just return
Can sinful dust and ashes give ?

I only live my sin to mourn :

To love my God I only live.

2. To thee, benign and saving Power,
I consecrate my lengthen'd days

;

While, niark'd with blessings, every hour
Shall speak thy co-extended praise.

3. Be all my added life employ'd
Thine image in my soul to see :

Fill with thyself the. mighty void
;

Enlarge my heart to compass thee.

4. The blessing of thy love bestow

:

For this my cries shall never fail

;

"Wrestling, I will not let thee go,

—

I will not, till my suit prevail.

5. Come, then, my Hope, my Life, my Lord,

And fix in me thy lasting home
;

Be mindful of thy gracious word

—

Thou, with thy promised Father, come.

6. Prepare, and then possess my heart

:

take me, seize me from above
;

Thee may I love, for God thou art

;

Thee may I feel ; for God is love !

261.
Tlic sinner's only 7tope.

1. Wherewith, Lord, shall I draw near,

And bow myself before thy face ?

How in thy purer eyes appear?
What shall I bring to gain thy grace?

2. Will gifts delight the Lord Most High?
Will multiplied oblations please ?

Thousands of rams his favour buy,

Or slaughter'd hecatombs appease ?

3. Can these avert the wrath of God?
Can these wa^h out my guilty stain ?

Rivers of oil, and seas of blood,

Alas ! they all must flow in vain.

4. Who would himself to thee approve,
Must take the path thyself hast show'd

;

Justice pursue, and mercy love,

And humbly walk by faith with God.

5. But though my life henceforth be thine,

Present for past can ne'er atone

:

Though I to thee the whole resign,

I only give thee back thine own.

6. Guilty I stand before thy face

;

On me I feel thy wrath abide
;

'Tis just the sentence should take place
;

;T is just —but 0, thy Son hath died !

262.
Condemned, but pleading the promises.

1. Show pity, Lord, Lord, forgive
;

Let a repenting rebel live.

Are not thy mercies large and free ?

May not a sinner trust in thee ?

2. My crimes are great, but don't surpass
The power and glory of thy grace

;

Great God, thy nature hath no bound,

—

So let thy pard'ning love be found.

3. wash my soul from every sin,

And make my guilty conscience clean

;

Here on my heart the burden lies,

And past offences pain my eyes.

4. My lips with shame my sins confess,

Against thy law, against thy grace
;

Lord, should thy judgments grow severe,

I am condemn 'd, but thou art clear.

5. Should sudden vengeance seize my breath,

I must pronounce thee just, in death ;

And if my soul were sent to hell,

Thy righteous law approves it well.

6. Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord,

Whose hope, still hov'ring round thy word,

Would light on some sweet promise there,

Some sure support against despair.
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263.
Fows rememhercd and renewed.

1. happy day that fix'd my choice

On thee, my Saviour and my God !

Well may this glowing heart rejoice,

And tell its raptures all abroad.

2. happy bond, that seals my vows
To Him who merits all my love

;

Let cheerful anthems till his house.

While to that sacred shrine I move.

3. 'T is done, the great transaction 's done
I am my Lord's, and he is mine

;

He drew me, and I follow'd on,

Charm'd to confess the voice divine.

4. Now rest, my long-divided heart

;

Fix'd on this blissful centre, rest

;

Nor ever from thy Lord depart

:

With him of every good possess'd.

o. High Heaven.that heard the solemn vow,
That vow renew'd shall daily hear,

Till in life's latest hour I bow,

And bless in death a bond so dear.
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264.
<Sbwn mi weakness, raised in glory.

2. Nipp'd by the wind's untimely blast,

Parch'd by the sun's directer ray,

The momentary glories waste,
The short-lived beauties die away.

3. So blooms the human face divine,

"When youth its pride of beauty shows
Fairer than spring the colours shine,

And sweeter than the virgin rose

4. Or worn by slowly-rolling years,

Or broke by sickness in a day,

The fading glory disappears,

The short-lived beauties die away.

5. Yet these, new rising from the tomb,
With lustre brighter far shall shine,

Revive with ever-during bloom,

Safe from diseases and decline.

265.
Because He liveth I shall live also.

1. 1 know that my Redeemer lives

—

What joy the blest assurance gives !

He lives, he lives, who once was dead

;

He lives, my everlasting Head !

2. He lives, to bless me with his love

;

He lives, to plead for me above
;

He lives, my hungry soul to feed
;

He lives, to help in time of need.

3. He lives, and grants me daily breath
;

He lives, and I shall conquer death

;

He lives, my mansion to prepare

;

He lives, to bring me safely there.

4. He lives, all glory to his name

;

He lives, my Saviour, still the same ;

What joy the blest assurance gives,

—

I know that my Redeemer lives.
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266.
Asleep in Jesus.

1. Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep,

From which none ever wakes to weep

—

A calm and undisturb'd repose,

Unbroken by the last of foes.

2. Asleep in Jesus ! 0, how sweet
To be for such a slumber meet

!

With holy confidence to sing

That Death has lost his venom'd sting.

3. Asleep in Jesus ! peaceful rest,

Whose waking is supremely blest

:

No fear, no wo, shall dim that hour
That manifests the Saviour's power.

4. Asleep in Jesus ! 0, for me
May such a blissful refuge be

;

Securely shall my ashes He,

Ami wait the summons from on high.

267.
Earthly things vain and transitory.

1. How vain is all beneath the skies

!

How transient every earthly bliss !

How slender all the fondest ties

That bind us to a world like this !

2. The evening cloud, the morning dew,
The with'ring grass, the fading flower,

Of earthly hopes are emblems true

—

The glory of a passing hour.

3. But though earth's fairest blossoms die,

And all beneath the skies is vain,

There is a brighter world on high,

Beyond the reach of care and pain.

4. Then let the hope of joys to come
Dispel our cares, and chase our fears

;

If God be ours, we 're traveling home,

Though passing through a vale of tears.
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268.
A blessing for those who mourn.

1. Deem not that they are blest alone

Whose lives a peaceful tenor keep

;

For God, -who pities man, has shown
A blessing for the eyes that weep.

2. The light of smiles shall fill again

The lids that overflow with tears

;

And weary hours of wo and pain,

Are promises of happier years.

3. There is a day of sunny rest

For every dark and troubled night

;

Though grief may bide an evening guest,

Yet joy shall come with early light.

4. Xor let the good man's trust depart,

Though life its common gifts deny,

—

Though with a pierced and broken heart,

And spurn'd of men, he goes to dier

5. ForGod has mark'd each sorr'wing day,

And number'd every secret tear

;

And heaven's eternal bliss shall pay
For all his children suffer here.

269.
The accepted time.

1. While life prolongs its precious light,

Mercy is found, and peace is given
;

But soon, ah, soon, approaching night
Shall blot out every hope of heaven.

2. While God invites, how blest the day

!

How sweet the gospel's charming sound !

Come, sinners, haste, haste away,
While yet a pard'ning God is found.

3. Soon, borne on time's most rapid wing,
Shall death command you to the grave

—

Before His bar your spirits bring,

And none be found to hear or save.

4. In that lone land of deep despair,

No Sabbath's heav'nly light shall rise

—

No God regard your bitter prayer,

No Saviour call you to the skies.

5. Now God invites ; how blest the day

!

How sweet the gospel's charming sound !

Come, sinners, haste, haste away,
While yet a pard'ning God is found.

8

270.
The Hiss of assurance.

1. Lord, how secure and blest are they
Who feel the joys of pardon'd sin

;

Should storms of wrath shake earth and sea,

Their minds have heaven and peace within.

2. The day glides sweetly o'er their heads,

Made up of innocence and love

;

And soft, and silent as the shades,

Their nightly minutes gently move.

3. Quick as their thoughts, their joys come on,

But fly not half so swift away

:

Their souls are ever bright as noon,

And calm as summer evenings be.

4. How oft they look to the' heavenly hills,

Where groves of living pleasure grow
;

And longing hopes, and cheerful smiles,

Sit undisturb'd upon their brow.

5. They scorn to seek earth's golden toys,

But spend the day, and share the night,

In numb'ring o'er the richer joys

That heaven prepares for their delight.

271.
The end of that man is peace.

1. How blest the righteous when he dies

—

When sinks a weary soul to rest

!

How mildly beam the closing eyes !

How gently heaves the' expiring breast.

2. So fades a summer cloud away
;

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er

;

So gently shuts the eye of day

;

So dies a wave along the shore.

3. A holy quiet reigns around,

—

A calm which life nor death destroys
;

And naught disturbs that peace profound
Which his unfetter'd soul enjoys.

4. Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears,

Where lights and shades alternate dwell

!

How bright the' unchanging morn appears

!

Farewell, inconstant world, farewell I

5. Life's labour done, as sinks the clay,

—

Light from its load the spirit flies,

While heaven and earth combine to say,—
How blest the righteous when he dies

!
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272.
The unspeakable gift.

2. Happy, beyond description, he
Who knows the Saviour died for me !

The gift unspeakable obtains,

And heavenly understanding gains.

3. Wisdom divine ! who tells the price

Of wisdom's costly merchandise?
Wisdom to silver we prefer,

And gold is dross compared to her.

4. Her hands are fill'd with length ofday
True riches, and immortal praise,

—

lliches of Christ on all bestow'd,

And honour that descends from God.

5. To purest joys she all invites,

—

Chaste, holy, spiritual delights
;

Her ways are ways of pleasantness,

And all her flowery paths are peace.

6. Happy the man who wisdom gains

;

Thrice happy, who his guest retains

:

He owns, and shall forever own,
Wisdom, and Christ, and heaven, are one.

273.
Confident severity.

1. While thou art intimately nigh,

Who, who shall violate my rest?

Sin, earth, and hell, I now defy

:

I lean upon my Saviour's breast.

2. 1 rest beneath the' Almighty's shade,

My griefs expire, my troubles cease

;

Thou, Lord, on whom my soul is stay'd,

Wilt keep me still in perfect peace.

3. Me for thine own thou lov'st to take,

In time and in eternity;

Thou never, never wilt forsake

A helpless worm that trusts iu thee.
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274.
Security and safety.

1. God is our refuge and defence;

In trouble our unfailing aid :

Secure in his omnipotence,
"What foe can make our souls afraid ?

2. Yea, tho' the earth's foundations rock,

And mountains down the gulf be hurl'd,

His people smile amid the shock :

They look beyond this transient world.

3. There is a river pure and bright,

Whose streams make glad the heavenly
Where in eternity of light [plains

;

The city of our God remains.

4. Built by the word of his command,
With his unclouded presence blest,

Firm as his throne the bulwarks stand
;

There is our home, our hope, our rest.

275.
God, my glory and my shield.

1. The tempter to my soul hath said,

—

There is no help in God for thee :

Lord, lift thou up thy servant's head;
My glory, shield, and solace be.

2. Thus to the Lord I raised my cry ;

—

He heard me from his holy hill

;

At his command the waves roll'd by

;

He beckon'd,—and the winds were still.

3. 1 laid me down and slept,—I woke ;

Thou, Lord, my spirit didst sustain

;

Bright from the east the morning broke,

—

Thy comforts rose on me again.

4. 1 will not fear, though armed throngs

Surround my steps in all their wrath

;

Salvation to the Lord belongs

;

His presence guards his people's path.
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276.
Day dawns on the night of the grave.

2. In those dark, silent realms of night
Shall peace and hope no more arise ?

No future morning light the tomb,
Nor day-star gild the darksome skies ?

3. Cease—cease, ye vain, desponding fears

:

When Christ, our Lord, from darkness
sprang,

Death, the last foe, was captive led,

And heaven with praise and wonder rang.

4. Faith sees the bright, eternal doors
Unfold, to make his children way

;

They shall be clothed with endless life,

And shine in everlasting day.

5. The trump shall sound—the dead shallwake;
From the cold tomb the tlnmb'rera spring

;

Through heaven, with joy, their myriads rise,

And hail their Saviour and their King.

277.
Tlie grave shall restore its trust.

1. Unveil thy bosom, faithful tomb

;

Take this new treasure to thy trust

;

And give these sacred relics room
To slumber in the silent dust.

2. Nor pain, nor grief, nor anxious fear

Invade thy bounds : no mortal woes
Can reach the peaceful sleeper here,

While angels watch the soft repose.

3. So Jesus slept ;—God's dying Son [bed

;

Pass'd through the grave, and blest the

Rest here, blest saint, till from his throne

The morning break,and pierce the shade.

4. Break from his throne.illustrious morn

;

Attend, earth! his sov'reign word;
Restore thy trust—a glorious form

—

Call'd to ascend and meet the Lord.
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Grateful adoration.

1. Before Jehovah's awful throne,

Ye nations bow with sacred joy;
Know that the Lord is God alone,

He can create, and he destroy.

2. His sov'reign power, without our aid,

Made us of clay, and forni'd us men
;

Andwhen like wand'ring sheep we stray'd,

He brought us to his fold again.

3. We '11 crowd thy gates with thankful songs,

High as the heavens our voices raise
;

And earth, with her ten thousand tongues,
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise.

4. Wide as the world is thy command

;

Vast as eternity thy love

;

Firm as a rock thy truth shall stand,

When rolling years shall cease to move.

279.
The creation invited to praise God.

1. From all that dwell below the skies,

Let the Creator's praise arise;

Let the Redeemer's name be sung,

Through every land, by every tongue.

2. Eternal are thy mercies, Lord

;

Eternal truth attends thy word

:

Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore,

Till suns shall rise and set no more.

3. Your lofty themes, ye mortals, bring

;

In songs of praise divinely sing

;

The great salvation loud proclaim,

And shout for joy the Saviour's name.

4. In every land begin the song

;

To every land the strains belong:

In cheerful sounds all voices raise,

And fill the world with loudest praise.
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1. Come, thou Tra - vel - ler un - known, Whom still I

vho I am ; My sin and
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thy name

;

is
de - clare ; Thy self hast call'd me by

280.
"Wrestling Jacob :—I ivill not let thee go.

3. In vain thou strugglest to get free

;

I never will unloose my hold :

Art thou the Man that died for me ?

The secret of thy love unfold

:

Wrestling, I will not let thee go,

Till I thy name, thy nature know.

281.
Continued— Tilien lam weak, then am 1 strong.

1. Wilt thou not yet to me reveal

Thy new, unutterable name?
Tell me, I still beseech thee, tell

;

To know it now resolved I am

:

Wrestling, I will not let thee go,

Till I thy name, thy nature know.

2. What though my shrinking flesh complain,

And murmur to contend so long?
I rise superior to my pain :

When I am weak, then am I strong!

And when my all of strength shall fail,

I shall with the God-man prevail.

282.
Continued— Victoriotts prayer.

1. Yield to me now, for I am weak,
But confident in self-despair

;

Speak to my heart, in blessings speak

;

Be conquered by my instant prayer

:

Speak, or thou never hence shalt move,
And tell me if thy name be Love.

2. 'T is Love! 'tis Love! thou diedst forme;
I hear thy whisper in my heart

;

The morning breaks, the shadows flee;

Pure, universal Love thou art

:

To me, to all, thy bowels move,

—

Thy nature and thy name is Love.

3. My prayer hath power with God ; the grace

Unspeakable I now receive
;

Through faith I see thee face to face

;

I see thee face to face, and live

!

In vain I have not wept and strove

;

Thy nature and thy name is Love,
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-Tell me thv name, and tell me now.

4. 1 know thee, Saviour, who thou art,

—

Jesus, the feeble sinner's Friend:
Nor wilt thou with the night depart,
But stay and love me to the end

:

Thy mercies never shall remove

;

Thy nature and thy name is Love.

283.
Concluded—Thy name is Love.

1. The Sun of Righteousness on me
Hath risen with healing in his wings:

Wither'd my nature's strength, from thee
My soul its life and succour brings

:

My help is all laid up above;
Thy nature and thy name is Love.

2. Contented now, upon my thigh
I halt, till life's short journey end;

All helplessness, all weakness, I

On thee alone for strength depend

:

Nor have I power from thee to move

;

Thy nature and thy name is Love.

3. Lame as I am, I take the prey;
Hell, earth, and sin,with ease o'ercome

;

I leap for joy, pursue my way,
And, as a bounding hart, fly home,

Through all eternity to prove
Thy nature and thy name is Love.

284.
TJie power of prayer.

1. wondrous power of faithful prayer!
"What tongue can tell the' almighty grace I

God's hands or bound or open arej

As Moses or Elijah prays :

Let Moses in the Spirit groan,
And God cries out,—Let me alone !

—

2. Let me alone, that all my wrath
May rise, the wicked to consume

:

While justice hears thy praying faith,

It cannot seal the sinner's doom

:

My Son is in my servant's prayer,

And Jesus forces me to spare.
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285.
ioue divine.

3. Is crucified for me and you,

To bring us rebels back to God :

Believe, believe the record true,

—

Ye all are bought with Jesus' blood

:

Pardon for all flows from his side:

My Lord, my Love, is crucified.

4. Then let us sit beneath his cross,

And gladly catch the healing stream

;

All things for him account but loss,

And give up all our hearts to him :

Of nothing think or speak beside,

—

My Lord, my Love, is crucified.
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286.
His universal, everlasting Jove.

1. Would Jesus have the sinner die ?

Why hangs he then on yonder tree?

What means that strange expiring cry?
(Sinners, he prays for you and me ;)

Forgive them, Father, forgive

!

They know not that by me they live.

2. Jesus, descended from above,

Our loss of Eden to retrieve,

Great God of universal love,

If all the world through thee may live.

In us a quick'ning spirit be,

And witness thou hast died for me.

3. Thou loving, all-atoning Lamb,

—

Thee, by thy painful agony,
Thy bloody sweat, thy grief and shame,
Thy cross and passion on the tree,

Thy precious death and life—I pray,

Take all, take all my sins away.

•i. let thy love my heart constrain,

—

Thy love, for every sinner free,

—

That every fallen son of man
May taste the grace that found out me

;

That all mankind with me may prove
Thy sov'reign, everlasting love.

COME, YE SINNERS. 8s & 7s

1. Come, ye sin-ners, poor and needy, Weak and wounded, sick and sore ; )

Je - sus rea - dy stands to save you, Full of pi - ty, love, and power : (

Glo - ry, honour, and sal - vation, Christ the Lord has come to reign.
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Tlit invitation.

2. Now, ye needy, come and welcome

;

God's free bounty glorify;

True belief and true repentance,

—

Every grace that brings you nigh.

Turn to the Lord, &c.

3. Let not conscience make you linger

;

Nor of fitness fondly dream
;

All the fitness he requireth

Is to feel your need of him.

Turn to the Lord, &c.
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288.
Sanctified knowledge.

3. Learning's redundant part and vain

Be here cut off", and cast aside :

But let them, Lord, the substance gain

;

In every solid truth abide

;

Swiftly acquire, and ne'er forego

The knowledge fit for man to know.

4. Unite the pair so long disjoin'd,

Knowledge and vital piety

;

Learning and holiness combined,
And truth and love, let all men see

In those whom up to thee we give,

Thine, wholly thine, to die and live.

289.
For a blessing on the children.

1. Captain of our salvation, take
The souls we here present to thee,

And fit for thy great service make
These heirs of immortality

;

And let them in thine image rise,

And then transplant to paradise.

2. Unspotted from the world, and pure,

Preserve them for thy glorious cause,

Accustom'd daily to endure
The welcome burden of thy cross

;

Inured to toil and patient pain,

Till all thy perfect mind they gain.

3. Our sons henceforth be wholly thine,

And serve and love thee all their days

;

Infuse the principle divine
In all who here expect thy grace

;

Let each improve the grace bestow'd
;

Rise every child a man of God.

4. Train up thy hardy soldiers, Lord,
In all their Captain's steps to tread

;

Or send them to proclaim thy word,

—

Thy gospel through the world to spread

;

Freely as they receive to give,

And preach the death by which we live.

290.
Pilgrims and strangers.

1. Leader of faithful souls, and guide
Of all that travel to the sky,

Come, and with us, e'en us, abide,

Who would on thee alone rely

;

On thee alone our spirits stay,

While held in life's uneven way.

2. Strangers and pilgrims here below,

This earth, we know, is not our place

;

But hasten through the vale of wo,
And, restless to behold thy face,

Swift to our heavenly country move,
Our everlasting home above.

3. We 've no abiding city here,

But seek a city out of sight

;

Thither our steady course we steer,

Aspiring to the plains of light,

—

Jerusalem, the saints' abode,

Whose founder is the living God.

291.
Homeward bound.

1. Patient the' appointed race to run,

This weary world we cast behind

;

From strength to strength we travel on,

The New Jerusalem to find :

Our labour this, our only aim,
To find the New Jerusalem.

2. Through thee, who all our sins hast
Freely and graciously forgiven, [borne,

With songs to Zion we return,

Contending for our native heaven
;

That palace of our glorious King,

—

We find it nearer while we sing.

3. Raised by the breath of love divine,

We urge our way with strength renew'd;

The Church of the first-born to join,

We travel to the mount of God

;

With joy upon our heads arise,

And meet our Saviour in the skies.

292.
The SabbatJi consecrated.

1. Great God, this hallow'd day of thine

Demands our souls' collected powers
;

May we employ in works divine

These solemn and devoted hours :

may our souls, adoring, own
The grace which calls us to thy throne.

2. Hence, ye vain cares and trifles, fly !

Where God resides appear no more !

Omniscient Lord, thy piercing eye

Doth every secret thought explore :

may thy grace our thoughts refine,

And fix our hearts on things divine

!
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293.
Delight in the word.

2. may the gracious words divine,

Subject of all my converse be

;

So will the Lord his foll'wer join,

And walk and talk himself with me

:

So shall my heart his presence prove,
And burn with everlasting love.

3. Oft as I lay me down to rest,

O may the reconciling word
Sweetly compose my weary breast;

While on the bosom of my Lord
I sink in blissful dreams away,
And visions of eternal day.

4. Rising to sing my Saviour's praise,

Thee may I publish all day long;
And let thy precious word of grace

Flow from my heart, and fill my tongue
Fill all my life with purest love,

And join me to the Church above.

294.
No condemnation to them that are in Christ Jesus.

1. And can it be that I should gain
An int'rest in the Saviour's blood?

Died he for me, who caused his pain ?

For me, who him to death pursued?
Amazing love ! how can it be,

That thou, my Lord, shouldst die for me ?

2. 'Tis myst'ry all,—the' Immortal dies!

Who can explore his strange design ?

In vain the first-born seraph tries

To sound the depths of love divine

;

'T is mercy all ! let earth adore :

Let angel minds inquire no more.

3. He left his Father's throne above

;

(So free, so infinite his grace !)

Emptied himself of all but love,

And bled for Adam's helpless race
;

'Tis mercy all, immense and free,

For, my God, it found out me

!
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4. Long my imprison'd spirit lay,

Fast bound in sin and nature's night

:

Thine eye diffused a quickening ray
;

I woke ; the dungeon flamed with light

:

My chains fell off, my heart was free,

—

I rose, went forth, and follow'd thee.

6. No condemnation now I dread,

—

Jesus, with all in him, is mine
;

Alive in him, my living Head,
And clothed in righteousness divine,

Bold I approach the' eternal throne,
And claim the crown, through Christ my own.

295.
Everlasting praises.

1. I'll praise my Maker while I've breath,
And when my voice is lost in death

Praise shall employ my nobler powers

;

My days of praise shall ne'er be past,

"While life, and thought, and being last,

Or immortality endures.

2. Happy the man whose hopes rely

On Israel's God ; he made the sky,

And earth, and seas, with all their

His truth forever stands secure; [train;

He saves the' oppress'd, he feeds the poor,

And none shall find his promise vain.

3. The Lord pours eyesight on the blind

;

The Lord supports the fainting mind
;

He sends the lab'ring conscience peace
;

He helps the stranger in distress,

The widow and the fatherless,

And grants the pris'ner sweet release.

4. I'll praise him while he lends me breath,

And when my voice is lost in death
Praise shall employ my nobler powers

;

My days of praise shall ne'er be past,

While life, and thought, and being last,

Or immortality endures.
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Proclaiming the

1. Let earth and heaven agree,

Angels and men be join'd,

To celebrate with me
The Saviour of mankind

:

To' adore the all-atoning Lamb,
And bless the sound of Jesus' name.

2. Jesus ! transporting sound !

The joy of earth and heaven
;

No other help is found,

No other name is given,

By which we can salvation have

;

But Jesus came the world to save.

3. Jesus ! harmonious name !

It charms the hosts above

;

They evermore proclaim,

And wonder at, his love;

'Tis all their happiness to gaze,

—

'Tis heaven to see our Jesus' face.

296.
universal Saviour.

4. His name the sinner hears,

And is from sin set free
;

'Tis music in his ears;

'T is life and victory ;

New songs do now his lips employ,
And dances his glad heart for joy.

5. unexampled love

!

all-redeeming grace

!

How swiftly didst thou move
To save a fallen race !

What shall I do to make it known,
What thou for all mankind hast done ?

6. for a trumpet voice,

On all the world to call,

—

To bid their hearts rejoice

In him who died for all:

For all, my Lord was crucified
;

For all, for all, my Saviour died.
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297.
37te jubilee

1. Blow ye the trumpet, blow
The gladly-solemn sound

;

Let all the nations know,
To earth's remotest bound,

The year of jubilee is come

;

Return, ye ransom 'd sinners, home.

2. Jesus, our great High Priest,

Hath full atonement made :

Ye weary spirits, rest

;

Ye mournful souls, be glad

:

The year of jubilee is come
;

Return, ye ransom'd sinners, home.

3. Extol the Lamb of God,—
The all-atoning Lamb

;

Redemption in his blood
Throughout the world proclaim

The year of jubilee is come

;

Return, ye ransom'd sinners, home.

trumpet.

4. Ye slaves of sin and hell,

Your liberty receive,

And safe in Jesus dwell,

And blest in Jesus live :

The year of jubilee is come
;

Return, ye ransom'd sinners, home.

5. Ye who have sold for naught
Your heritage above,

Shall have it back unbought,
The gift of Jesus' love

:

The year of jubilee is come
;

Return, ye ransom'd sinners, home.

6. The gospel trumpet hear,

—

The news of heavenly grace

;

And, saved from earth, appear
Before your Saviour's face :

The year of jubilee is come ;

Return, ye ransom'd sinners, home.
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298.
" -4&&a, Father."

1. Arise, my soul, arise

;

Shake off thy guilty fears;

The bleeding Sacrifice

In my behalf appears :

Before the throne my Surety stands,

My name is written on his hands.

2. He ever lives above,

For me to intercede
;

His all-redeeming love,

His precious blood, to plead

;

His blood atoned for all our race,

And sprinkles now the throne of grace.

3. Five bleeding wounds he bears,

Received on Calvary

;

They pour effectual prayers,

They strongly plead for me :

—

Forgive him, forgive, they cry,

Nor let that ransom'd sinner die.

4. The Father hears him pray,

His dear anointed One :

He cannot turn away
The presence of his Son :

His Spirit answers to the blood,

And tells me I am born of God.

5. My God is reconciled

;

His pard'ning voice 1 hear:
He owns me for his child;

I can no longer fear

:

With confidence I now draw nigh,

And Father, Abba, Father, cry.

29 9.

Fitting

;

—to meet again.

1. Jesus, accept the praise

That to thy Name belongs ;

Matter of all our lays
;

Subject of all our songs.

Through thee we now together came,
And part exulting in thy Name.
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2. In flesh we part awhile,

But still in spirit join'd,

To' embrace the happy toil

Thou hast to each assign'd

;

And while we do thy blessed will,

We bear our heaven about us still.

3. let us thus go on
In all thy pleasant ways,

And, arm'd with patience, run
With joy the' appointed race :

Keep us and every seeking soul,

Till all attain the heavenly goaL

300.
Meeting

;

—not to part again.

1. There we shall meet again,

When all our toils are o'er,

And death, and grief, and pain,

And parting are no more

:

We shall with all our brethren rise,

And see thee in the flaming skies.

9

2. happy, happy day,

That calls thy exiles home

;

The heavens shall pass away,
The earth receive its doom :

Earth we shall view, and heaven, de-

And shout above the fiery void, [stroy'd,

3. According to his word,
His oath, to sinners given,

We look to see restored

The ruin'd earth and heaven

;

In a new world his truth to prove,

A world of righteousness and love.

4. Then let us wait the sound
That shall our souls release,

And labour to be found
Of him in spotless peace :

In perfect holiness renew'd,

Adorn'd with Christ, and meet for God.
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Glowing.

NORMAN. C. P. M. Theme from MOZART.
From the Dulcimer, by permission.
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301.
For the head of a family.

3. Easy to be entreated, mild,

Quickly appeased and reconciled,

A foll'wer of my God :

A saint indeed I long to be,

And lead my faithful family

In the celestial road.

4. Lord, if thou didst the wish infuse,

A vessel fitted for thy use

Into thy hands receive

:

Work in me both to will and do

;

And show them how believers true,

And real Christians, live.

302.
Gratitude evinced by living to God's glory.

1. Be it my only wisdom here

To serve the Lord with filial fear,

With loving gratitude

:

Superior sense may I display,

By shunning every evil way,
And walking in the good.

2. may I still from sin depart

;

A wise and understanding heart,

Jesus, to me be given

:

And let me through thy Spirit know
To glorify my God below,

And find my way to heaven.

303.
Ihnting after the fulness of love.

1. Love divine, how sweet thou art

!

When shall I find my willing heart
All taken up by thee ?

I thirst, I faint, I die to prove
The greatness of redeeming love,

—

The love of Christ to me.

2. Stronger his love than death or hell

Its riches are unsearchable
;

The first-born sons of light

Desire in vain its depths to see

;

They cannot reach the mystery,
The length, the breadth, the height.

3. God only knows the love of God

;

that it now were shed abroad
In this poor stony heart

:

For love I sigh, for love I pine

;

This only portion, Lord, be mine

;

Be mine this better part.

4. that I could forever sit

With Mary at the Master's feet

!

Be this my happy choice

;

My only care, delight, and bliss,

My joy, my heaven on earth, be this,

To hear the Bridegroom's voice.

5. that I could, with favour'd John,

Recline my weary head upon
The dear Redeemer's breast

:

From care, and sin, and sorrow free,

Give me, Lord, to find in thee

My everlasting rest.

304.
The pilgrim's happy lot.

1. How happy is the pilgrim's lot

;

How free from every anxious thought,

From worldly hope and fear

!

Confined to neither court nor cell,

His soul disdains on earth to dwell,

He only sojourns here.

2. This happiness in part is mine,

Already saved from low design,

From every creature love

;

Blest with the scorn of finite good,

My soul is lighten'd of its load,

And seeks the things above.

3. There is my house and portion fair

;

My treasure and my heart are there,

And my abiding home
;

For me my elder brethren stay,

And angels beckon me away,
And Jesus bids me come.

4. 1 come, thy servant, Lord, replies

;

I come to meet thee in the skies,

And claim my heavenly rest

!

Soon will the pilgrim's journey end;

Then, my Saviour, Brother, Friend,

Receive me to thy breast

!

305.
Doxology.

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

The God whom heaven's triumphant
And saints on earth adore

;
[host

Be glory as in ages past,

And now it is, and so shall last

When time shall be no more.
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306.
The momentous question.

4. No matter which my thoughts em-

A moment's misery or joy

;

[ploy,

But, ! when both shall end,

Where shall I find my destined place '?

Shall I my everlasting days
With fiends or angels spend ?

5. Nothing is worth a thought beneath,

But how I may escape the death
That never, never dies !

How make mine own election sure

;

And when I fail on earth, secure

A mansion in the skies.

6. Jesus, vouchsafe a pitying ray

;

Be thou my Guide, be thou my Way
To glorious happiness.

Ah ! write the pardon on my heart

;

And whensoe'er I hence depart,

Let me depart in peace.

307.
Tfie brink ofjhte.

Lo ! on a narrow neck of land,

'Twixt two unbounded seas, I stand,

Secure, insensible

:

A point of time, a moment's space,

Removes me to that heavenly place,

Or shuts me up in hell.

2. God, mine inmost soul convert,

And deeply on my thoughtful heart
Eternal things impress

:

Give me to feel their solemn weight,
And tremble on the brink of fate,

And wake to righteousness.

3. Before me place, in dread array,

The pomp of that tremendous day,
When thou with clouds shalt come

To judge the nations at thy bar

;

And tell me, Lord, shall I be there,

To meet a joyful doom?

4. Be this my one great business here

—

With serious industry and fear

Eternal bliss to' insure

;

Thine utmost counsel to fulfil,

And suffer all thy righteous will,

And to the end endure.

5. Then, Saviour, then my soul receive,

Transported from this vale, to live

And reign with thee above,
Where faith is sweetly lost in sight,

And hope in full, supreme delight,

And everlasting love.

308.
Death of a relative or friend.

1. If death our friends and us divide,

Thou dost not, Lord, our sorrow chide,

Or frown, our tears to see

;

Restrain'd from passionate excess,

Thou bidd'st us mourn in calm distress

For them that rest in thee.

2. We feel a strong immortal hope,

Which bears our mournful spirits up,

Beneath their mountain load

;

Redeem'd from death, and grief, and pain,

We soon shall find our friend again
Within the arms of God.

3. Pass a few fleeting moments more,
And death the blessing shall restore

Which death has snatch'd away

;

For us thou wilt the summons send,

And give us back our parted friend,

In that eternal day.

309.
Tokens of judgment a source of joy to the believer.

1. How happy are the little flock,

Who, safe beneath their guardian-rock,

In all commotions rest

!

When war's and tumult's waves run high,

Unmoved, above the storm they lie,

They lodge in Jesus' breast.

2. Thy tokens we with joy confess

:

The war proclaims the Prince of peace,

The earthquake speaks thy power

;

The famine all thy fulness brings,

The plague presents thy healing wings,

And nature's final hour.

3. Whatever ills the world befall

A pledge of endless good we call,

A sign of Jesus near

;

His chariot will not long delay

;

We hear the rumbling wheels, and pray,

—

Triumphant Lord, appear.
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310.
2%e pilgrim's song.

1. Children of the heavenly King,
As we journey let us sing;

Sing our Saviour's worthy praise,

Glorious in his works and ways.

2. We are traveling home to God,
In the way our fathers trod

;

They are happy now, and we
Soon their happiness shall see.

3. ye banish'd seed, be glad
;

Christ our advocate is made :

Us to save our flesh assumes,

—

Brother to our souls becomes.

4. Fear not, brethren, joyful stand
On the borders of our land

;

Jesus Christ, our Father's Son,
Bids us undismay'd go on.

5. Lord ! obediently we '11 go,

Gladly leaving all below

:

Only thou our leader be,

And we still will follow thee.

311.
Evening: communion vrith God.

L Softly now the light of day
Fades upon our sight away

;

Free from care, from labour free,

Lord, we would commune with thee.

2. Soon from us the light of day
Shall forever pass away ;

Then, from sin and sorrow free,

Take us, Lord, to dwell with thee.

312.
Doxology.

Sing we to our God above,

Praise eternal as his love

;

Praise him, all ye heavenly host,

—

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
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313.
Jf we suffer with Him we shall reign with Him.

1. Christ, the Lord, is risen to-day,

Sons of men and angels say

:

Raise your joys and triumphs high

;

Sing, ye heavens,—and earth, reply.

2. Love's redeeming work is done,

—

Fought the fight, the battle won

:

Lo ! the sun's eclipse is o'er

;

Lo ! he sets in blood no more.

3. Vain the stone, the watch, the seal,

—

Christ has burst the gates of hell

:

Death in vain forbids his rise
;

Christ hath open'd Paradise.

4. Lives again our glorious King

;

Where, death, is now thy sting ?

Once he died our souls to save

;

Where 's thy vict'ry, boasting grave ?

5. Soar we now where Christ has led,

Follow our exalted Head

;

Made like him, like him we rise

;

Ours the cross, the grave, the skies.

314.
Encouragements to pray.

1. Come, my soul, thy suit prepare
;

Jesus loves to answer prayer

;

He himself invites thee near,

—

Bids thee ask him, waits to hear.

2. Lord, I come to thee for rest

;

Take possession of my breast

;

There thy blood-bought right maintain,
And without a rival reign.

3. While I am a pilgrim here,

Let thy love my spirit cheer

;

As my guide, my guard, my friend,

Lead me to my journey's end.

4. Show me what I have to do
;

Every hour my strength renew
;

Let me live a life of faith,

—

Let me die thy people's death.

315.
Christ's universal reign.

1. Hasten, Lord, the glorious time,
When, beneath Messiah's sway,

Every nation, every clime,

Shall the gospel-call obey.

2. Mightiest kings his power shall own

;

Heathen tribes his Name adore

;

Satan and his host, o'erthrown,
Bound in chains, shall hurt no more.

3. Then shall wars and tumults cease

;

Then be banish'd grief and pain

;

Righteousness, and joy, and peace,

Undisturb'd, shall ever reign.

4. Bless we, then, our gracious Lord;
Ever praise his glorious Name

;

All his mighty acts record,

—

All his wondrous love proclaim.

316.
The danger of delay.

1. Hasten, sinner, to be wise

!

Stay not for the morrow's sun

:

Wisdom if you still despise,

Harder is it to be won.

2. Hasten, mercy to implore !

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest thy season should be o'er

Ere this evening's stage be run.

3. Hasten, sinner, to return

!

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest thy lamp should fail to burn
Ere salvation's work is done.

4. Hasten, sinner, to be blest

!

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest perdition thee arrest

Ere the morrow is begun.

317.
Tribute of praise at parting.

1. Christians, brethren, ere we part,

Every voice and every heart
Join, and to our Father raise

One last hymn of grateful praise.

2. Though we here should meet no more,
Yet there is a brighter shore

;

There, released from toil and pain,

There we all may meet again.

3. Now to thee, thou God of heaven,
Be eternal glory given :

Grateful for thy love divine,

May our hearts be ever thine.
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318.
Zt«Ze ones brought to Jesus.

1. Jesus, kind, inviting Lord,

We with joy obey thy word,
And in earliest infancy
Bring our little ones to thee.

2. Born they are, as we, in sin

;

Make the' unconscious lepers clean

;

Purchase of thy blood they are,

—

Let them in thy glory share.

319.
Christ liveth in me.

1. Loving Jesus, gentle Lamb,
In thy gracious hands I am

;

Make me, Saviour, what thou art;

Live thyself within my heart.

2. 1 shall then show forth thy praise

;

Serve thee all my happy days

;

Then the world shall always see

Christ the holy child in me.

320.
For a general blessing.

1. Now may He who from the dead
Brought the Shepherd of the sheep,

Jesus Christ, our King and Head,

All our souls in safety keep.

2. May he teach us to fulfil

What is pleasing in his sight

;

Make us perfect in his will,

And preserve us day and night.

3. To that great Redeemer's praise,

Who the cov'nant seal'd with blood,

Let our hearts and voices raise

Loud thanksgivings to our God.

321.
Forever one with Christ.

Saviour ! at thy feet I fall

;

Thou my life, my God, my all

!

Let thy happy servant be

One forever more with thee

!
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322.
Clinging to the cross.

1. Rock of ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in thee

;

Let the water and the blood,

From thy wounded side which flow'd,

Be of sin the double cure,

—

Save from wrath and make me pure.

2. Could my tears forever flow,

—

Could my zeal no languor know,

—

These for sin could not atone

;

Thou must save, and thou alone

:

In my hand no price I bring

;

Simply to the cross I cling.

3. While I draw this fleeting breath,
When my eyes shall close in death,
When I rise to worlds unknown,
And behold thee on thy throne,

—

Rock of ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in thee.

323.
The Light of Life.

1. disclose thy lovely face !

Quicken all my drooping powers

;

Gasps my fainting soul for grace,

As a thirsty land for showers :

Hasten, Lord, no more delay ;

Come, my Saviour, come away.

2. Dark and cheerless is the morn,
Unaccompanied by thee

;

Joyless is the day's return,

Till thy mercy's beams I see
;

Till thou inward life impart,
Glad my eyes and warm my heart.

3. Visit then this soul of mine

;

Pierce the gloom of sin and grief;

Fill me, Radiancy divine;

Scatter all my unbelief:

More and more thyself display,

Shining to the perfect day.
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324.
2%« 7ms&and and father awaiting death.

2. Trusting in thy word alone,

I to thee my children leave :

Call my little ones thy own

;

Give them all thy blessings, give :

Keep them while on earth they breathe

;

Save their souls from endless death.

3. Whom I to thy grace commend,
Into thy embraces take

;

Be her sure, immortal Friend,

Save her, for my Saviour's sake :

Free from sin, from sorrow free,

Let my widow trust in thee.

4. Father of the fatherless,

Husband of the widow, prove;

Me and mine persist to bless

;

Tell me we shall meet above

:

Seal the promise on my heart

;

Bid me then in peace depart.

325.
Death of a child.

1. Wherefore should I make my moan,
Now the darling child is dead?

He to early rest is gone,

—

He to paradise is fled

:

I shall go to him, but he
Never shall return to me.

2. God forbids his longer stay

;

God recalls the precious loan

;

God hath taken him away,
From my bosom to his own :

Surely what he "wills is best;

Happy in his will I rest.

3. Faith cries out,—It is the Lord,

Let him do as seems him good !

Be thy holy name adored :

Take the gift awhile bestow'd :

Take the child no longer mine

;

Thine he is, forever thine.
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326.
The early dead.

1. Children, like the early flower,

Often droop and lose their bloom

—

Pass away in childhood's hour,

To the cold and silent tomb-
Bodies laid beneath the sod

—

Spirits gone away to God!

2. Oft along the busy street,

Sad and tearful mourners go

;

Mothers for their children weep,
Weep that death has laid them low-

Nipp'd the buds before their bloom,
Hid them in the silent tomb.

3. But the little ones who hear
Kind instruction's warning voice,

Turn to truth a willing ear,

And in wisdom's ways rejoice

—

Need not fear the spoiler's blow,

Though he lay the spring-buds low

!

4. God will gather them again

—

In his garden they will grow

—

On that green and lovely plain,

Where the crystal waters flow

—

Never more to lay their head
Faintly on the cold earth-bed.

327.
Help, or I perish.

1. By thy birth, and by thy tears

;

By thy human griefs and fears

;

By thy conflict in the hour
Of the subtle tempter's power,

—

Saviour, look with pitying eye

;

Saviour, help me, or I die.

2. By the tenderness that wept
O'er the grave where Laz'rus slept

;

By the bitter tears that flow'd
Over Salem's lost abode,

—

Saviour, look with pitying eye

;

Saviour, help me, or I die.

3. By thy lonely hour of prayer

;

By the fearful conflict there

;

By thy cross and dying cries
;

By thy one great sacrifice,

—

Saviour, look with pitying eye

;

Saviour, help me, or I die.

4. By thy triumph o'er the grave

;

By thy power the lost to save
;

By thy high, majestic throne
;

By the empire all thine own,

—

Saviour, look with pitying eye

;

Saviour, help me, or I die.

328.
Fly to Jesus.

1. Weary souls, that wander wide
From the central point of bliss

:

Turn to Jesus crucified

;

Fly to those dear wounds of his :

Sink into the purple flood

;

Rise into the life of God.

2. Find in Christ the way of peace,

Peace unspeakable, unknown

;

By his pain he gives you ease,

Life by his expiring groan

:

Rise exalted by his fall

;

Find in Christ your all in all.

3. believe the record true,

God to you his Son hath given ;

Ye may now be happy too,

Find on earth the life of heaven

;

Live the life of heaven above,

All the life of glorious love.

4. This the universal bliss,

Bliss for every soul design'd

;

God's original promise this,

God's great gift to all mankind

:

Blest in Christ this moment be,

Blest to all eternity.

329.
The Son glorified.

1. Father, glorify thy Son
;

Answer his all-powerful prayer

;

Send that Intercessor down
;

Send that other Comforter,
Whom, believingly, we claim,

—

Whom we ask in Jesus' name.

2. Wilt thou not the promise seal,

Good and faithful as thou art,

—

Send the Comforter to dwell

Every moment in our heart ?

Yes, thou must the grace bestow

:

Truth hath said it shall be so.
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TF7ta£ sin hath done.

1. Hearts of stone, relent, relent

!

Break, by Jesus' cross subdued
;

See his body mangled, rent,

Stain'd and cover'd with his blood

!

Sinful soul, what hast thou done ?

Crucified the' eternal Son.

2. Yes, thy sins have done the deed ;

Driven the nails that fix'd him there;

Crown'd with thorns his sacred head

;

Plunged into his side the spear

;

Made his soul a sacrifice,

While for sinful man he dies.

3. Wilt thou let him bleed in vain ?

Still to death thy Lord pursue ?

Open all his wounds again,

And the shameful cross renew ?

No ; with all my sins I '11 part

;

Saviour, take my broken heart.

331.
Come, and welcome.

1. From the cross uplifted high,

Where the Saviour deigns to die,

What melodious sounds we hear
Bursting on the ravish'd ear :

—

Love's redeeming work is done

—

Come and welcome, sinner, come!

2. Sprinkled now with blood the throne

—

Why beneath thy burdens groan ?

On his pierced body laid,

Justice owns the ransom paid

;

Bow the knee,—embrace the Son

—

Come and welcome, sinner, come

!

3. Spread for thee, the festal board

See with richest bounty stored ;

To thy Father's bosom press'd,

Thou shalt be a child confess'd,

Never from his house to roam
;

Come and welcome, sinner, come !
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332.
The gate of death.

3. Thou art merciful to save :

Thou hast snatch'd me from the grave

;

I would kiss the chast'ning rod,

my Father and my God !

Only hide not now thy face,

God of all-sufficient grace.

4. Leave me not, my strength, my trust

;

remember I am dust:

Leave me not again to stray :

Leave me not the tempter's prey

:

Fix my heart on things above

;

Make me happy in thy love.
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333.
Retrospect of a year.

2. As the -winged arrow flies

Speedily the mark to find ;

As the light'ning from the skies

Darts, and leaves no trace behind,

Swiftly thus our fleeting days
Bear us down life's rapid stream

;

Upward, Lord, our spirits raise
;

All below is but a dream.

3. Thanks for mercies past receive :

Pardon of our sins renew

;

Teach us henceforth how to live

With eternity in view :

Bless thy word to young and old

;

Fill us with a Saviour's love;

And when life's short tale is told,

May we reign with thee above.

334.
The spirits of the just made perfect.

l.Who are these array \1 in white,

Brighter than the noon-day sun ?

Foremost of the sons of light

;

Nearest the eternal throne ?

These are they that bore the cross
;

Nobly for their Master stood;

Suff 'rers in his righteous cause ;

Foll'wers of the dying God.

2. Out of great distress they came :

Wash'd their robes, by faith, below,

In the blood of yonder Lamb,

—

Blood that washes white as snow
;

Therefore are they next the throne

;

Serve their Maker day and night

:

God resides among his own,

God doth in his saints delight
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Witnesses for Jesus.

1. Come, and let us sweetly join,

Christ to praise in hymns divine

:

Give we all, with one accord,

Glory to our common Lord :

Hands, and hearts, and voices raise

;

Sing as in the ancient days

;

Antedate the joys above,

—

Celebrate the feast of love.

2. Strive we, in affection strive

;

Let the purer flame revive
;

Such as in the martyrs glow'd,

Dying champions for their God

:

"We like them may live and love

;

Call'd we are their joys to prove
;

Saved with them from future wrath

;

Partners of like precious faith.

336.
Partnership of the saints in light.

1. Jesus is our common Lord

;

He our loving Saviour is

;

By his death to life restored,

Misery we exchange for bliss;

—

Bliss to carnal minds unknown
;

't is more than tongue can tell

;

Only to believers shown,

—

Glorious and unspeakable.

2. Christ, our Brother and our Friend,

Shows us his eternal love

:

Never shall our triumphs end,

Till we ta*e our seats above.

Let us walk with him in white

;

For our bridal day prepare
;

For our partnership in light,

—

For our glorious meeting there.
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337.
His day small aad feeble.

1. See how great a flame aspires,

Kindled by a spark of grace

!

Jesus' love the nations fires,

—

Sets the kingdoms on a blaze.

To bring fire on earth he came

;

Kindled in some hearts it is

:

that all might catch the flame,

All partake the glorious bliss !

2. When he first the work begun,
Small and feeble was his day

:

Now the word doth swiftly run
;

Now it wins its widening way

:

More and more it spreads and grows,
Ever mighty to prevail

;

Sin's strongholds it now o'erthrows,

—

Shakes the trembling gates of hell.

338.
Tlie word glorified.

1. Sons of God, your Saviour praise !

He the door hath open'd wide
;

He hath given the word of grace
;

Jesus' word is glorified.

Jesus, mighty to redeem,
He alone the work hath wrought

;

Worthy is the work of him,

—

Him who spake a world from naught.

2. Saw ye not the cloud arise,

Little as a human hand ?

Now it spreads along the skies,

—

Hangs o'er all the thirsty land
;

Lo ! the promise of a shower
Drops already from above ;

But the Lord will shortly pour
All the Spirit of his love.
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339.
The. only Refuge.

1. Jesus, lover of my soul,

Let me to thy bosom fly,

While the nearer waters roll.

While the tempest still is high

;

Hide me, my Saviour, hide,

Till the storm of life is past

;

Safe into the haven guide,

receive my soul at last.

2. Other refuge have I none
;

Hangs my helpless soul on thee

Leave, leave me not alone

;

Still support and comfort me
;

All my trust on thee is stay'd

;

All my help from thee I bring

;

Cover my defenceless head
With the shadow of thy wing.

10

340.
Christ all I want.

1. Thou, Christ, art all I want

:

More than all in thee I find

:

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,

Heal the sick, and lead the blind.

Just and holy is thy name

;

I am all unrighteousness
;

False, and full of sin I am
;

Thou art full of truth and grace.

2. Plenteous grace with thee is found,

Grace to cover all my sin :

Let the healing streams abound;
Make and keep me pure within.

Thou of life the fountain art

;

Freely let me take of thee :

Spring thou up within my heart

;

Rise to all eternity.
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Evening : Confidence in God's protection.

1. Saviour, breathe an evening blessing,

Ere repose our spirits seal

;

Sin and want we come confessing

:

Thou canst save and thou canst heal.

2. Though destruction walk around us,

Though the arrows past us fly,

Angel guards from thee surround us

;

We are safe, if thou art nigh.

3. Though the night be dark and dreary,

Darkness cannot hide from thee
;

Thou art He who, never weary,
Watchest where thy people be.

4. Should swift death this night overtake

And command us to the tomb, [us,

May the morn in heaven awake us,

Clad in bright, eternal bloom.

342.
Bereavement and resignation.

1. Jesus, while our hearts are bleeding

O'er the spoils that death has won,
We would, at this solemn meeting,

Calmly say,—Thy will be done.

2. Though cast down we 're not forsaken
;

Though afflicted, not alone :

Thou didst give, and thou hast taken
;

Blessed Lord,—Thy will be done.

3. Though to-day we 're fill'd with mourn-
Mercy still is on the throne

;

[ing,

With thy smiles of love returning,

We can sing,—Thy will be done.

4. By thy hands the boon was given

;

Thou hast taken but thine own :

Lord of earth, and God of heaven,

Evermore,—Thy will be done.
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343.
.FVncral Tiymn.

1. Sister, thou wast mild and lovely,

Gentle as the summer breeze,

Pleasant as the air of evening
When it floats among the trees.

2. Peaceful be thy silent slumber,
Peaceful in the grave so low

;

Thou no more wilt join our number,

—

Thou no more our songs shalt know.

3. Dearest sister, thou hast left us

!

Here thy loss we deeply feel

;

But 'tis God that hath bereft us,

He can all our sorrow heal.

4. Yet again we hope to meet thee,

When the day of life is fled,

Then, in heaven, with joy to greet thee,

Where no farewell tear is shed.

344.
In deep affliction.

1. Full of trembling expectation,

Feeling much, and fearing more,
Mighty God of my salvation,

I thy timely aid implore.

2. Suff 'ring Son of man, be near me,
In my suff 'rings to sustain

;

By thy sorer griefs to cheer me,

—

By thy more than mortal pain.

3. By thy most severe temptation
In that dark Satanic hour

;

By thy last mysterious passion,

Screen me from the adverse power.

4. By thy fainting in the garden,
By thy dreadful death, I pray,

Write upon my heart the pardon
;

Take my sins and fears away.
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Hitherto hath the Lord helped us.

2. Here I 'll raise mine Ebenezer
;

Hither by thy help I 'm come

;

And I hope, by thy good pleasure,

Safely to arrive at home.
Jesus sought me when a stranger,

Wand'ring from the fold of God

;

He, to rescue me from danger,
Interposed his precious blood.

3. ! to grace how great a debtor
Daily I 'm constraint! to be !

Let thy goodness, like a fetter,

Bind my wand'ring heart to thee

:

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it

—

Prone to leave the God I love

;

Here 's my heart, take and seal it

;

Seal it for thy courts above.

346.
The dying Christian.

1. Happy soul, thy days are ending,

All thy mourning clays below

;

Go,—the angel guards attending,

—

To the sight of Jesus go.

Waiting to receive thy spirit,

Lo ! the Saviour stands above

;

Shows the purchase of his merit,

Reaches out the crown of love.

2. Struggle through thy latest passion,

To thy great Redeemer's breast

;

To his uttermost salvation,

To his everlasting rest.

For the joy he sets before thee

Bear a momentary pain
;

Die, to live a life of glory

;

Suffer, with thy Lord to reign.
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347.

Worldly pleasures renounced.

1. Vain are all terrestrial pleasures

;

Mix'd with dross the purest gold

;

Seek we then for heavenly treasures,

—

Treasures never waxing old.

Let our best affections centre

On the things around the throne

:

There no thief can ever enter

;

Moth and rust are there unknown.

2. Earthly joys no longer please us
;

Here would we renounce them all

;

Seek our only rest in Jesus,

—

Him our Lord and Master call.

Faith, our languid spirits cheering,

Points to brighter worlds above

;

Bids us look for his appearing;

Bids us triumph in his love.

3. May our light be always burning,
And our loins be girded round,

Waiting for our Lord's returning,

—

Longing for the welcome sound.

Thus the Christian life adorning,

Never need we be afraid,

Should he come at night or morning,
Early dawn, or evening shade.

348.
The SpiriVs quickening influences.

1. Come, thou everlasting Spirit,

Bring to every thankful mind
All the Saviour's dying merit,

All his suff 'rings for mankind

:

True recorder of his passion,

Now the living faith impart;
Now reveal his great salvation

Unto every faithful heart.

2. Come, thou Witness of his dying

;

Come, Remembrancer divine

;

Let us feel thy power applying
Christ to every soul, and mine

;

Let us groan thine inward groaning

;

Look on Him we pierced, and grieve

;

All partake the grace atoning,

—

All the sprinkled blood receive.

349.
The new creation.

1. Love divine, all love excelling,

Joy of heaven, to earth come down,
Fix in us thy humble dwelling;

All thy faithful mercies crown.
Jesus, thou art all compassion,

—

Pure unbounded love thou art

;

Visit us with thy salvation

;

Enter every trembling heart.

2. Breathe, breathe thy loving Spirit

Into every troubled breast

;

Let us all in thee inherit;

Let us find that second rest.

Finish now thy new creation

;

Pure and spotless let us be ;

Let us see thy great salvation,

Perfectly restored in thee.
•

350.
God is round each habitation.

Round each habitation hov'ring,

See the cloud and fire appear!
For a glory and a cov'ring,

Showing that the Lord is near

:

He who gives us daily manna,
He who listens when we cry,

Let him hear the loud Hosanna
Rising to his throne on high.

351.
Adoration.

May I love thee and adore thee,

thou bleeding, dying Lamb

;

Teach my heart to bow before thee,

Kindle there a sacred flame.

Teach me what I am by nature,

How to lift my thoughts on high
;

Teach me, thou great Creator,

How to live, and how to die

!

352.
Dismission.

Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing

;

Bid us now depart in peace

;

Still on heavenly manna feeding,

Let our faith and love increase :

Fill each breast with consolation

;

Up to thee our hearts we raise

:

When we reach our blissful station,

Then we '11 give thee nobler praise.

Hallelujah!
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Leaving all to

1. Jesus, I my cross have taken,

All to leave and follow thee

;

Naked, poor, despised, forsaken,

Thou, from hence, my all shalt be.

Perish every fond ambition,
All I 've sought, or hoped, or known,

Yet how rich is my condition,

God and heaven are still my own.

2. Let the world despise and leave me,
They have left my Saviour too

;

Human hearts and looks deceive me,
Thou art not like them untrue

;

And while thou shalt smile upon me,
God of wisdom, love, and might

;

Foes may hate, and friends disown me

;

Show thy face and all is bright.

3.

follow Jesus.

3. Go then, earthly fame and treasure,

Come disaster, scorn, and pain,

In thy service pain is pleasure,

With thy favour, loss is gain.

I have call'd thee, Abba, Father,

I have set my heart on thee

;

Storms may howl, and clouds may ga-

All must work for good to me. [ther,

4. Haste thee on from grace to glory,

Arm'd by faith, and wing'd by prayer,

Heaven's eternal day 's before tinse,

God's own hand shall guide thee there.

Soon shall close thy earthly mission,

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days,

Hope shall change to glad fruition,

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.
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For the dedication

1. Thou, who on the whirlwind ridest,

At whose word the thunder roars,

Who in majesty presidest

O'er the oceans and their shores

;

From those shores and from the ocean,

We, the children of the sea,

Come to offer our devotion,

And to give this house to thee.

2. When, for business on great waters,

We go down to sea in ships,

And our weeping sons and daughters
Hang, at parting, on our lips

;

This our Bethel shall remind us

That Jehovah heareth prayer,

And that those we leave behind us
Are thy faithful Church's care.

of a Seamen's Bethel.

3. When in port, each day that 's holy

To this house we '11 press in throngs

;

When at sea, with spirit lowly,

We '11 repeat its sacred songs.

Outward bound, shall we, in sadness,

Lose its flag behind the seas
;

Homeward bound, we '11 greet with glad-

Its first floating on the breeze, [ness

4. Homeward bound !—with deep emotion,

We remember, Lord, that life

Is a voyage o'er an ocean
Heaved by many a tempest's strife.

Be thy statutes so engraven
On our hearts and minds, that we,

Anch'ring in death's quiet haven,

All may make our home with thee.
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Tliariks, on returning from a journey.

1. Once again we come before thee,

God of mercy—God of love,

And with grateful hearts adore thee,

For thy blessings from above.

See our little circle bending,
All unbroken, all complete;

Earnest thanks from each ascending,

While we worship at thy feet.

2. Friends and loved ones we committed
To thy ever- watchful care,

And thy kindness unremitted
Came in answer to our prayer.

Here in safety, Lord, we meet them,
And our hearts unite once more

;

Let us, while we kindly greet them,
Fervently thy Name adore.

3. While away from those that love us,

Thou hast been our shield and guide,

Mercy's hand, beneath—above us,

And about on either side

—

Kept our trembling limbs from falling,

Kept our bodies from disease
;

And through dangers most appalling,

Brought us to our homes in peace.

356.
Doxology.

Praise the God of our salvation
;

Praise the Father's boundless love

;

Praise the Lamb, our expiation

;

Praise the Spirit from above,

—

Author of the new creation,

—

Him by whom our spirits live
;

LFndivided adoration

To the one Jehovah give.
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2. Now, ye needy, come and welcome ;

God's free bounty glorify

;

True belief and true repentance,

—

Every grace that brings you nigh,

—

Without money
Come to Jesus Christ and buy.

3. Let not conscience make you linger;

Nor of fitness fondly dream ;

All the fitness he requireth

Is to feel jour need of him

:

This he gives you,

—

'T is the Spirit's glimm'ring beam.

4. Come, ye weary, heavy-laden,
Bruised and mangled by the fall

;

If vou tarry till you 're better,

You will never come at all

;

Not the righteous,

—

Sinners Jesus came to call.

357.
invitation.

5. Agonizing in the garden
Your Redeemer prostrate lies ;

On the bloody tree behold him

!

Hear him cry, before he dies,

It is finish'd !

—

Sinners, will not this suffice ?

6. Lo ! the' incarnate God, ascending,
Pleads the merit of his blood

:

Venture on him,— venture freely;

Let no other trust intrude :

None but Jesus
Can do helpless sinners good.

7. Saints and angels, join'd in concert,

Sing the praises of the Lamb

;

While the blissful seats of heaven
Sweetly echo with his name :

Hallelujah

!

Sinners here may do the same.
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358.

The pilgrim's guide and guardian.

2. Open now the crystal fountain,

Whence the healing waters flow
;

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar,

Lead me all my journey through

:

Strong Deliv'rer,

Be thou still my strength and shield.

3. When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Bid my anxious fears subside

:

Bear me through the swelling current;
Land me safe on Canaan's side

;

Songs of praises

I will ever give to thee.

359.

For the Spirit's influences.

1. Come, thou soul-transforming Spirit

;

Bless the sower and the seed

;

Let each heart thy grace inherit

;

Raise the weak,—the hungry feed

;

From the gospel

Now supply thy people's need.

2. may all enjoy the blessing

Which thy word 's designVJ to give
;

Let us all, thy love possessing,

Joyfully the truth receive,

And forever

To thy praise and glory live.
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360.
Her enemies confounded.

1. Zion stands with hills surrounded,

Zion, kept by power divine

:

All her foes shall be confounded,

Though the world in arms combine :

Happy Zion,

—

What a favoured lot is thine

!

2. Every human tie may perish

;

Friend to friend unfaithful prove

;

Mothers cease their own to cherish

;

Heaven and earth at last remove

;

But no changes
Can attend Jehovah's love.

3. In the furnace God may prove thee,

Thence to bring thee forth more bright,

But can never cease to love thee

;

Thou art precious in his sight

:

God is with thee,

—

God, thine everlasting light.

361.
Hallelujah.

1. thou God of my salvation,

My Redeemer from all sin
;

Moved by thy divine compassion,
Who hast died my heart to win,

I will praise thee :

Where shall I thy praise begin ?

2. Though unseen, I love the Saviour

;

He hath brought salvation near

;

Manifests his pard'ning favour

;

And when Jesus doth appear,
Soul and body

Shall his glorious image bear.

3. While the angel choirs are crying-
Glory to the great I AM,

I with them will still be vying,

—

Glory ! glory to the Lamb

!

how precious

la the sound of Jesus' name

!

4. Angels now are hov'ring round
Unperceived amid the throng

;

Wond'ring at the love that crown'd us.

Glad to join the holy song

:

Hallelujah,

Love and praise to Christ belong

!

3 62.
Behold, He cometh !

1. Lo! He comes,with clouds descending,

Once for favour'd sinners slain ;

Thousand thousand saints, attending,

Swell the triumph of his train

:

Hallelujah!

God appears on earth to reign.

2. Every eye shall now behold him
Robed in dreadful majesty

;

Those who set at naught and sold him,
Pierced and nail'd him to the tree,

Deeply wailing,

Shall the true Messiah see.

3. All the tokens of his passion
Still his dazzling body bears

;

Cause of endless exultation

To his ransom'd worshippers
;

With what rapture
Gaze we on those glorious scars.

4. Yea, Amen ! let all adore thee,

High on thine eternal throne

;

Saviour, take the power and glory

;

Make thy righteous sentence known

:

Jah ! Jehovah

!

Claim the kingdom for thine own.

363.
For the fulness of peace and joy.

1. Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing;

Fill our hearts with joy and peace ;

Let us each, thy love possessing,

Triumph in redeeming grace
;

refresh us,

Travelling through this wilderness.

2. Thanks we give, and adoration,

For thy gospel's joyful sound

;

May the fruits of thy salvation

In our hearts and lives abound

;

May thy presence
With us evermore be found.

3. So, whene'er the signal 's given

Us from earth to call away,
Borne on angels' wings to heaven,

Glad the summons to obey,

May we ever

Reign with Christ in endless day.
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Teach us to re - joice with trembling ; Speak, and let thy servants hear
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364.
Heavenly joy anticipated.

1. In thy name, Lord, assembling,
We, thy people, now draw near

:

Teach us to rejoice with trembling;
Speak, and let thy servants hear

:

Hear with meekness,

—

Hear thy word with godly fear.

2. While our days on earth are lengthen'd,
May we give them, Lord, to thee

:

Cheer'd by hope, and daily strengthen^!,

May we run, nor weary be
;

Till thy glory

Without cloud in heaven we see.

3. There, in worship purer, sweeter,

All thy people shall adore
;

Sharing then in rapture greater

Than they could conceive before

:

Full enjoyment,

—

Full and pure, forever more.

365.
It is finished.

1. Hark ! the voice of love and mercy
Sounds aloud from Calvary

;

See ! it rends the rocks asunder,

Shakes the earth, and veils the sky;

It is finish'd:

—

Hear the dying Saviour cry.

2. It is finish'd ! what pleasure
Do these precious words afford !

Heavenly blessings, without measure,
Flow to us from Christ the Lord

:

It is finish'd :

—

Saints, the dying words record.

3. Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs
;

Join to sing the pleasing theme

;

All on earth, and all in heaven,

Join to praise Immanuel's name

;

It is finish'd :

—

Glory to the bleeding Lamb.



OLIPHANT. [continued.] 157

>zzbgzzg:z*z^zzzjz}: zzzzzzzzzzfz^zzzazzs?zzzaz:{:

izzzrzq^zzqzrnziriztzt:s- i i i j: i j 1

1

4 * w
-t-

Hear with meek-ness,—Hear -with meek-ness, Hear tky word with

—Q Q O Q-

\ 1 I 1

&&—e—o-W-e I «— V
SJLlt.Iu._

i
1 1— i /q 1—« «—«

»l I ^

T^*z j r ihd-j

god - ly fear,— Hear thy word with god

366.
Worship the new-born Saviour.

1. Angels, from the realms of glory,

Wing your flight o'er all the earth
;

Ye who sang creation's story,

Now proclaim Messiah's birth

:

Come and worship.

—

Worship Christ, the new-born king.

2. Shepherds, in the field abiding,

Watching o'er your flocks by night,

God with man is now residing
;

Yonder shines the infant light

:

Come and worship,

—

Worship Christ, the new-born king.

3. Sages, leave your contemplations,

—

Brighter visions beam afar

;

Seek the great Desire of nations

;

Ye have seen his natal star :

Come and worship,

—

Worship Christ, the new-born king.

£. Saints, before the altar bending,
Watching long in hope and fear,

Suddenly the Lord, descending,

In his temple shall appear

:

Come and worship,

—

Worship Christ, the new-born king.

5. Sinners, wrung with true repentance,

Doom'd for guilt to endless pains,

Justice now revokes the sentence,

—

Mercy calls you,—break your chains :

Come and worship,

—

Worship Christ, the new-born king.

367.
Doxology.

Great Jehovah ! we adore thee,

—

God the Father, God the Son,

God the Spirit, join'd in glory

On the same eternal throne

:

Endless praises

To Jehovah, Three in one.
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368.
37je heavenly Jerusalem.

1. Away with our sorrow and fear,

We soon shall recover our home
;

The city of saints shall appear,

—

The day of eternity come.
From earth Ave shall quickly remove,
And mount to our native abode

;

The house of our Father above,

—

The palace of angels and God.

2. Our mourning is all at an end,

When, raised by the life-giving Word,
We see the new city descend,

Adorn'd as a bride for her Lord

:

The city so holy and clean,

No sorrow can breathe in the air

:

No gloom of affliction or sin

;

No shadow of evil is there.

3. By faith we already behold

That lovely Jerusalem here

:

Her walls are of jasper and gold

;

As crystal her buildings are clear

;

Immovably founded in grace,

She stands as she ever hath stood,

And brightly her Builder displays,

And flames with the glory of God.

369.
Immutability.

This, this is the God we adore,

Our faithful, unchangeable friend,

Whose love is as great as his power,

And neither knows measure nor end

:

'T is Jesus, the first and the last,

Whose Spirit shall guide ns safe home;
We '11 praise him for all that is past,

And trust him for all that 's to come.



rORTLAND. [continued.] 159

',»
j i j , j ,

| [
3z«-

--# Hr^ 1 •-T"t 1

t I PT' l
i l-T-^

~ l-T-1-r

; i i i I ' i ^
From earth we shall quickly re-move, And mount to our na - tive a - bode

;

iafctrf
=fc=±=t
u-rrJF

u f 1 1 ! I zfcpfc

» I
! 1

—

Rt-1

—

'•±#—~—H HI—l-i=—*
j—t-r-=— —f==-—t-flP

1
—m—r^~y»—a—T" .

'

uT f ^ 't-
J
"r-
a
F-& I TT I

The house of our Fa - ther a - bove,—The pa - lace of an - gels and God.

FtrrwCTEf-crirrjpTi

370.
Longing for still closer communion.

1. Thou Shepherd of Israel, and mine,
The joy and desire of my heart,

For closer communion I pine

;

I long to reside where thou art

:

The pasture I languish to find,

Where all, who their Shepherd obey,
Are fed, on thy bosom reclined,

And screen'd from the heat of the day.

2. 'T is there, with the lambs of thy flock,

There only, I covet to rest

;

To lie at the foot of the rock,

Or rise to be hid in thy breast

:

;Tis there I would always abide,

And never a moment depart,

—

Conceal'd in the cleft of thy side,

Eternally held in thy heart.

371.
Triumphant death of a brother.

1. Weep not for a brother deceased
;

Our loss is his infinite gain

;

A soul out of prison released,

And freed from its bodily chain
;

With songs let us follow his flight,

And mount with his spirit above,

Escaped to the mansions of light,

And lodged in the Eden of love.

2. Our brother the haven hath gain'd,

Outflying the tempest and wind
;

His rest he hath sooner obtain'd,

And left his companions behind.

Still toss'd on a sea of distress,

Hard toiling to make the blest shore,

Where all is assurance and peace,

And sorrow and sin are no more.
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372.

Happiness of those whom God correcteth.

1. How happy the sorrowful man,
Whose sorrow is sent from above !

Indulged with a visit of pain,

—

Chastised by omnipotent love
;

The Author of all his distress

He comes by affliction to know,
And God he in heaven shall bless,

That ever he suffer 'd below.

2. Thus, thus may I happily grieve,

And bear the intent of his rod
;

The marks of adoption receive,

—

The strokes of a merciful God :

With nearer access to his throne,

My burden of folly confess
;

The cause of my miseries own,
And cry for an answer of peace.

373.
Applying to God in affliction.

1. Father of mercies, on me,
On me, in affliction bestow

A power of applying to thee,

—

A sanctified use of my wo

:

I would, in a spirit of prayer,

To all thy appointments submit;
The pledge of my happiness bear,

And joyfully die at thy feet.

2. Then, Father, and never till then,

I all the felicity prove,

Of living a moment in pain,

—

Of dying in Jesus's love :

A sufferer here with my Lord,

With Jesus above I sit down

;

Receive an eternal reward,

And glory obtain in a crown.
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374.
Evening: Perfect security.

1. Inspirer and Hearer of prayer,

Thou Shepherd and Guardian divine,

My all to thy covenant care

I, sleeping or waking, resign.

While thou art my shield and my sun,

The night is no darkness to me

;

And, fast as my minutes roll on,

They bring me but nearer to thee.

2. A sov'reign Protector I have,

Unseen, yet forever at hand

;

Unchangeably faithful to save,

—

Almighty to rule and command.
Thy minist'ring spirits descend
To watch, while thy saints are asleep

;

By day and by night they attend,

The heirs of salvation to keep.

3. Their worship no interval knows

;

Their fervour is still on the wing

;

And while they protect my repose,

They chant to the praise of my King.

I, too, at the season ordain'd,

Their chorus forever shall join;

And love and adore, without end.

Their faithful Creator and mine.

375.
Having a desire to depart.

1. 1 long to behold him array'd

With glory and light from above
;

The King in his beauty display'd,

—

His beauty of holiest love:

I languish and sigh to be there,

Where Jesus hath fix'd his abode

;

when shall we meet in the air,

And fly to the mountain of God

!

2. With him I on Zion shall stand,

For Jesus hath spoken the word

;

The breadth of Immanuel's land

Survey by the light of my Lord

:

But, when on thy bosom reclined,

Thy face I am strengthen'd to see,

My fulness of rapture I find,

—

My heaven of heavens in thee.

11

3. How happy the people that dwell
Secure in the city above

!

No pain the inhabitants feel,

No sickness or sorrow shall prove.
Physician of souls, unto me

Forgiveness and holiness give

;

And then from the body set free,

And then to the city receive.

376.
—And to be with Christ, which is far better.

1. when shall we sweetly remove,
when shall we enter our rest,

—

Return to the Zion above,

The mother of spirits distress'd;

—

That city of God the great King,

Where sorrow and death are no more,

Where saints our Immanuel sing,

And cherub and seraph adore '?

2. But angels themselves cannot tell

The joys of that holiest place,

Where Jesus is pleased to reveal

The light of his heavenly face :

When, caught in the rapturous flame,

The sight beatific they prove

;

And walk in the light of the Lamb,
Enjoying the beams of his love.

3. Thou know'st in the spirit of prayer
We long thy appearing to see,

Resign'd to the burden we bear,

But longing to triumph with thee

:

;T is good at thy word to be here
;

'T is better in thee to be gone,

And see thee in glory appear,

And rise to a share in thy throne.

377.
The grave disarmed of its terrors.

No terror has death, or the grave,

To those who believe in the Lord

—

Who know the Redeemer can save,

And lean on the faith of his word

:

While ashes to ashes, and dust

We give unto dust, in our gloom,

The light of salvation we trust,

Which hangs like a lamp in the tomb.
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378.
All-sufficiency of Jesus.

2. His Name yields the richest perfume,
And sweeter than music his voice

;

His presence disperses my gloom,

And makes all within me rejoice :

I should, were he always thus nigh,

Have nothing to wish or to fear

;

No mortal so happy as I,

—

My summer would last all the year.

3. Content with beholding his face,

My all to his pleasure resign'd,

No changes of season or place

Would make any change in my mind
While blest with a sense of his love,

A palace a toy would appear
;

And prisons would palaces prove,

If Jesus would dwell with me there.
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4. My Lord, if indeed I am thine,

If thou art my sun and my song,

Say, why do I languish and pine ?

And why are my winters so long ?

drive these dark clouds from my sky

;

Thy soul-cheering presence restore ;

Or take me to thee up on high,

Where winter and clouds are no more.

379.
Following the Lamb.

What now is my object and aim ?

What now is my hope and desire?
To follow the heavenly Lamb,
And after his image aspire :

My hope is all centred in thee

;

I trust to recover thy love
;

On earth thy salvation to see,

And then to enjoy it above.
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380.
Seeking restoration.

2. Where can the mourner go,

And tell his tale of grief?

Ah, who can soothe his wo,

Ah, who can give relief?

Earth cannot heal the wounded breast,

Or give the troubled conscience rest.

3. Jesus, thy smiles impart

;

My gracious Lord, return,

Bind up my broken heart,

And bid me cease to mourn

:

Then shall this night of sorrow flee,

And peace and heaven be found in thee.
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3. By faith we are come
To our permanent home ;

By hope we the rapture improve

:

By love we still rise,

And look down on the skies,

For the heaven of heavens is love

381.
Rapturous anticipation.

5. What a rapturous song,

When the glorified throng
In the spirit of harmony join !

—

Join all the glad choirs,

Hearts, voices, and lyres,

And the burden is,—Mercy divine !

4. Who on earth can conceive
How happy we live,

In the palace of God the great King

!

What a concert of praise,

When our Jesus's grace
The whole heavenly company sing

!

6. Hallelujah, they cry,

To the King of the sky-
To the great everlasting I AM

;

To the Lamb that was slain,

And that liveth again,

—

Hallelujah to God and the Lamb!
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382.
Joy of the young convert.

2. That sweet comfort was mine,
When the favour divine

I received through the blood of theLamb;
When my heart first believed,

What a joy I received,

—

What a heaven in Jesus's name

!

3. 'T was a heaven below
My Redeemer to know,

And the angels could do nothing more
Than to fall at his feet,

And the story repeat,

And the Lover of sinners adore.

4. Jesus all the day long
Was my joy and my song

:

that all his salvation might see

;

He hath loved me, I cried,

He hath suffer'd and died,

To redeem even rebels like me.

5. the rapturous height
Of that holy delight

Which I felt in the life-giving blood

;

Of my Saviour possess'd,

I was perfectly blest,

As if fill'd with the fulness of God.
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Slow. i

From the Devotional Harmonist, by permission.
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1. Je - sus, let thy pi - tying eye Call back a wand-'ring sheep

;
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2. Sa-viour, Prince, enthroned a - bove, Re - pent - ance to im - part,
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False to thee, like Pe - ter, I Would fain like Pe - ter weep.

Give me, through thy dy - ing love, The hum - ble con - trite heart

:
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383.
Humility and contrition.

3. For thine own compassion's sake,

The gracious wonder show
;

Cast my sins behind thy back,

And wash me white as snow

:

If thy bowels now are stirr'd,

If now I do myself bemoan,
Turn, and look upon me, Lord,

And break my heart of stone.

384.
Continued.— Tftc heart broken.

1. Saviour, see me from above,

Nor suffer me to die
;

Life, and happiness, and love,

Drop from thy gracious eye

:

Speak the reconciling word,
And let thy mercy melt me down

Turn, and look upon me, Lord,

And break my heart of stone.

2. Look, as when thine eye pursued
The first apostate man,

—

Saw him welt'ring in his blood,

And bade him rise again :

Speak my paradise restored

;

Redeem me by thy grace alone

;

Turn, and look upon me, Lord,

And break my heart of stone.

3. Look as when thy languid eye
Was closed that we might live

;

Father, (at the point to die

My Saviour pray'd,) forgive

!

Surely with that dying word
He turns, and looks, and cries,—T is

0, my bleeding, loving Lord, [done!

Thou break'st my heart of stone.
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me be by grace restored ; On rae be all long-suffring shown
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Give what I have long implored, A por-tion of thy grief unknown :
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Turn and look up - on me, Lord, And break my heart of stone.

Turn and look up - on me, Lord, And break my heart of stone

I

385.
Determined to know nothing hut Jesus and him crucified.

1. Vain, delusive world, adieu,

With all of creature good :

Only Jesus I pursue,
Who bought me with his blood:

All thy pleasures I forego
;

I trample on thy wealth and pride

;

Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

2. Other knowledge I disdain
;

'T is all but vanity :

Christ, the Lamb of God, was slain,

—

He tasted death for me.
Me to save from endless wo
The sin-atoning Victim died

:

Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

3. Him to know is life and peace,

And pleasure without end

;

This is all my happiness,

On Jesus to depend

;

Daily in his grace to grow,
And ever in his faith abide

;

Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

4. Here will I set up my rest

;

My fluctuating heart

From the haven of his breast

Shall never more depart

:

Whither should a sinner go ?

His wounds for me stand open wide

;

Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.



168 BERNHARD. 76, 76, 76, 76.
Arranged for this work.
By E. C. Gaebleb.
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To thee, our God and Sa - viour, Our hearts ex - ult - ing spring,

^
2. Soon as the morn with ro - ses Be - decks the dew - y east,
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Re - joi - cing in thy fa - vour, Thou ev - er - last -ing King:
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And when the sun re - po - ses Up - on the o - cean's breast

;
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386.
Exulting in the favour of God.

3. By thee through life supported,
We pass the dang'rous road,

By heavenly hosts escorted
Up to their bright abode ;

There cast our crowns before thee,

Our toils and conflicts o'er,

And day and night adore thee,

Forever, evermore.

387.
Grateful praise.

1. We bring no glitt'ring treasures,

No gems from earth's deep mine
;

We come, with simple measures,
To chant thy love divine.

Children, thy favours sharing,

Their voice of thanks would raise

Father, accept our offering,

Our song of grateful praise.

2. The dearest gift of Heaven,
Love's written word of truth,

To us is early given,

To guide our steps in youth
;

We hear the wondrous story,

The tale of Calvary
;

We read of homes in glory,

From sin and sorrow free.

3. Redeemer! grant thy blessing!

! teach us how to pray,

That each, thy fear possessing,

May tread life's onward way

;

Then where the pure are dwelling

We hope to meet again,

And sweeter numbers swelling,

Forever praise thy Name.
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We '11 ce - le-brate thy glo - ry With all the saints a - hove

;
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388.
27ie grlorj/ o/ his kingdom.

1. Hail, to the Lord's Anointed,
Great David's greater Son

!

Hail, in the time appointed,

His reign on earth begun

!

He conies to break oppression,

—

To set the captive free
;

To take away transgression,

And rule in equity.

2. He comes, with succour speedy
To those who suffer wrong

;

To help the poor and needy,
And bid the weak be strong

;

To give them songs for sighing,

—

Their darkness turn to light,

—

Whose souls, condemn'd and dying,

Were precious in his sight.

3. He shall descend like showers
Upon the fruitful earth,

And love and joy, like flowers,

Spring in his path to birth :

Before him, on the mountains,
Shall peace, the herald, go,

And righteousness, in fountains,

From hill to valley flow.

4. To him shall prayer unceasing,
And daily vows ascend

;

His kingdom still increasing,

—

A kingdom without end :

The tide of time shall never
His covenant remove

;

His name shall stand forever,

That name to us is Love.



170 G. J. WEBB.MORNING LIGHT. 76,76,76,76.
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The morning light is breaking, The darkness dis - ap- pears;
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The sons of earth are wa - king To pen - i - ten - tial tears :

—*>—FT-*—•—•—*-f[—|—fft~

389.
27ie ItyM cfaww.

1. The morning light is breaking,

The darkness disappears

;

The eons of earth are waking
To penitential tears

:

Each breeze that sweeps the ocean
Brings tidings from afar,

Of nations in commotion,
Prepared for Zion's war.

2. Rich dews of grace come o'er us,

In many a gentle shower
;

And brighter scenes before us,

Are opening every hour

:

Each cry to Heaven going,

Abundant answers brings,

And heavenly gales are blowing,

With peace upon their wings.

3. See heathen nations bending
Before the God we love !

And thousand hearts ascending
In gratitude above

:

While sinners now confessing,

The gospel call obey,

And seek the Saviour's blessing,

A nation in a day.

4. Blest river of salvation,

Pursue thy onward way

;

Flow thou to every nation,

Nor in thy richness stay :

Stay not till all the lowly

Triumphant meet their home ;

Stay not till all the holy

Proclaim the Lord has come.
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390.
!7%c cry o/ tfie heailttn.

1. From Greenland's icy mountains,
From India's coral strand

;

Where Afric's sunny fountains
Roll down their golden sand

;

From many an ancient river,

From many a palmy plain,

They call us to deliver

Their land from error's chain.

2. What though the spicy breezes
Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle

;

Though every prospect pleases,

And only man is vile :

In vain with lavish kindness
The gifts of God are strown

;

The heathen in his blindness

Bows down to wood and stone.

3. Shall we, whose souls are lighted

With wisdom from on high,

Shall we to men benighted
The lamp of life deny ?

Salvation !— salvation

!

The joyful sound proclaim,
Till earth's remotest nation

Has learn'd Messiah's name.

4. Waft, waft, ye winds, his story,

And you, ye waters, roll,

Till, like a sea of glory,

It spreads from pole to pole

:

Till o'er our ransom 'd nature
The Lamb for sinners slain,

Redeemer, King, Creator,

In bliss returns to reign.
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391.
The Lord will provide.

3. When Satan appears to stop up our path,
And fills us with fears, we triumph by faith

;

He cannot take from us (though oft he has tried)

The heart-cheering promise,—The Lord will provide.

4. He tells us we 're weak,—our hope is in vain

;

The good that we seek we ne'er shall obtain :

But when such suggestions our graces have tried,

This answers all questions,—The Lord will provide.

5. No strength of our own, nor goodness we claim

:

Our trust is all thrown on Jesus's Name

;

In this our strong power for safety we hide

;

The Lord is our power,—The Lord will provide.

6. When life sinks apace, and death is in view,

The word of his grace shall comfort us through

:

Not fearing or doubting, with Christ on our side,

We hope to die shouting,—The Lord will provide.

392.
Race, power, and love.

1. All thanks to the Lamb, who gives us to meet

:

His love we proclaim, his praises repeat

:

We own him our Jesus, continually near,

To pardon and bless us, and perfect us here.

2. In him we have peace, in him we have power,
Preserved by his grace throughout the dark hour

;

In all our temptation he keeps us, to prove
His utmost salvation, his fulness of love.

3. Pronounce the glad word, and bid us be free :

Ah ! hast thou not, Lord, a blessing for me ?

The peace thou hast given, this moment impart,
And open thy heaven, Love, in my heart.

393.
The heavenly Pattern.

1. Appointed by thee, we meet in thy name,
And meekly agree to follow the Lamb

;

To trace thy example, the world to disdain,

And constantly trample on pleasure and pain.

2. what shall we do our Saviour to love ?

To make us anew, come, Lord, from above :

The fruit of thy passion, thy holiness give
;

Give us the salvation of all that believe.

3. Jesus ! appear ; no longer delay,

To sanctify here, and bear us away
;

The end of our meeting on earth let us see

—

Triumphantly sitting in glory with thee.
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Come, ye dis - con - so-late, where'er ye lan-guish; Come to the

First time •without,
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second time with Tenor and Bass.

mer - cy- seat, fer - vent - ly kneel
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394.
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal.

1. Come, ye disconsolate, where'er ye languish
;

Come to the mercy-seat, fervently kneel;

Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your anguish ;-

Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal.

2. Joy of the desolate, light of the straying,

Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure,

—

Here speaks the Comforter, tenderly saying,

—

Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot cure.

3. Here see the bread of life ; see waters flowing

Forth from the throne of God, pure from above
;

Come to the feast of love ; come, ever knowing

—

Earth has no sorrow but Heaven can remove.
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7%e Star rn Me Tasf.

3. Say, shall we yield him, in costly devotion,

Odours of Eden and off 'rings divine ?

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean,

Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mine ?

4. Vainly we offer each ample oblation
;

Vainly with gifts would his favour secure
;

Richer by far is the heart's adoration

;

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor.
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396.
Renewed fidelity and zeal.

2. Our life is a dream ; our time, as a stream,

Glides swiftly away,
And the fugitive moment refuses to stay.

The arrow is flown,—the moment is gone ;

The millennial year
Rushes on to our view, and eternity's here.

3. that each, in the day of His coming, may say,

—

I have fought my way through ;

I have finish'd the work thou didst give me to do.

O that each from his Lord may receive the glad word,

—

Well and faithfully done !

Enter into my joy, and sit down on my throne.
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397.
I would not live ahoay.

2. 1 would not live alway ; no—welcome the tomb

!

Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not its gloom

:

There sweet be my rest till he bid me arise,

To hail him in triumph descending the skies.

3. Who, who would live alway, away from his God

—

Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode,
Where rivers of pleasure flow bright o'er the plains,

And the noontide of glory eternally reigns?

4. There saints of all ages in harmony meet,
Their Saviour and brethren transported to greet

;

While anthems of rapture unceasingly roll,

And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the souL

12
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398.
TT^y will ye die.'

2. How vain the delusion, that while you delay,

Your hearts will grow better by staying away

!

Come wretched, come starving, come just as you be,

While streams of salvation are flowing so free.

3. And now Christ is ready your souls to receive,

why will you not the glad message believe ?

If sin be your burden, why will you not come ?
;T is you He makes welcome, he bids you come home.

4. In riches or pleasures what can you obtain

To soothe your affliction, or banish your pain

;

To bear up your spirit, when summon'd to die,

Or waft you to mansions of glory on high ?

5. Why will you be starving or feeding on air?
There 's mercy in Jesus, enough and to spare

:

If still you are doubting, make trial and see,

And prove that his mercy is boundless and free.

6. Come give us your hand, and the Saviour your heart,

And, trusting in Heaven, we never shall part

:

0, how can we leave you ? Why will you not come ?

We ;
11 journey together, and soon be at home.
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1. Go watch and pray ; thou canst not tell How near thine hour may be ;

Thou canst not know how soon the bell May toll its notes for thee
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399.
" Go watch and pray."

3. Ambition, stop thy panting breath;
Pride, sink thy lifted eye :

Behold, the caverns dark with death
Before you open lie

!

The heavenly warning now obey,

Ye sons of pride, go watch and pray.

4. Thou aged man ! life's wintry storm
Hath seard thy vernal bloom :

With trembling limbs and wasting form,

Thou 'rt bending o'er the tomb :

And can vain hope lead thek astray ?

Go, weary pilgrim, watch and pray.



SWEET HOME. lis.

J: 2*1 F Ml 1 r^rf 1 1 J-gLLj l Tl=FH= 11 Ml lg^Ft=F

t r r r r Tnrrr rPr r

'

f r r
^

l)ii
i

k_^ i -j i 1 i
'

'Mid scenes of con - fu - sion, and crea - ture com-plaints, How sweet to my

1 , j . 1 j.g-U|p m pi

-i©-^-"- 1—1

1

*-| p-H #—I—L
r~"L

1-
i—r—

i—

soul is com - mu - nion with saints ! To find at the ban-quet of

4>:j> p p jrf J J }]p-\p\p p
t-1 I

400.
At home in the presence of Jesus.

1. 'Mid scenes of confusion and creature complaints,

How sweet to my soul is communion with saints

!

To find at the banquet of mercy there 's room,

And feel in the presence of Jesus at home.
Home, home, sweet, sweet home

!

Prepare me, dear Saviour, for glory, my home.

2. An alien from God, and a stranger to grace,

I wander'd through earth, its gay pleasures to trace

:

In the pathway of sin I continued to roam,
Unmindful, alas ! that it led me from home.

Home, home, &c.

3. The pleasures of earth I have seen fade away

;

They bloom for a season, but soon they decay
;

But pleasures more lasting, in Jesus are given,

Salvation on earth, and a mansion in heaven.
Home, home, &c.

4. Allure me no longer, ye false, glowing charms ;

The Saviour invites me, I '11 go to his arms

;

At the banquet of mercy, I hear there is room,
there may I feast with his children at home

!

Home, home, &c.
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sweet, sweet home ' Pre - pare me, dear Saviour, for glo - ry, my home.
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401.

The saint's home in the bosom of Jesus.

1. 'Mid scenes of affliction, with sorrow oppress'd,

How oft have I sigh'd for the season of rest

;

When no more in this wilderness world I shall roam,
But find in the bosom of Jesus, a home.

Home, home, &c.

2. No spot on this earth can give permanent bliss

;

No home for the stranger and pilgrim is this

:

But beyond the bright azure, the star-spangled dome,
We ;

11 find in the bosom of Jesus, a home.
Home, home, &c.

3. This hope cheers the prospect, that 's gloomy and drear,

And points to the haven of rest that is near

:

there in sweet fields of delight we shall roam,
And find in the bosom of Jesus, a home.

Home, home, &c.

4. My home is in heaven, my rest is not here

;

Then why should I murmur when trials are near

:

Be hush'd my dark spirit; the worst that can come,
But shortens my journey, and hastens me home.

Home, home, &c.



182 REDEMPTION. 12s. l. Thompson.
From the Devotional Harmonist, by permission.
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1. The voice of free grace cries, Es-cape to the mountain; For Adam's lost race Christ hath
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402.
Tfie voice offree grace.

2. Now glory to God in the highest is given
;

Now glory to God is re-echoed in heaven
;

Around the whole earth let us tell the glad story,

And sing of his love, his salvation and glory.

Hallelujah to the Lamb, who has purchased our pardon

:

We will praise him again when we pass over Jordan.

3. Jesus, ride on,—thy kingdom is glorious
;

O'er sin, death, and hell, thou wilt make us victorious

:

Thy name shall be praised in the great congregation,
And saints shall ascribe unto thee their salvation.

Hallelujah to the Lamb, &c.

4. When on Zion we stand, having gain'd the blest shore,

With our harps in our hands, we will praise evermore

:

We '11 range the blest fields on the banks of the river,

And sing of redemption forever and ever.

Hallelujah to the Lamb, &c.
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O CHORUS.
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jSin-e, Zord, or we perish!

[Adapted to " Redemption," by omitting; the Chorus.]

1. "When through the torn sail the wild tempest is streaming,
When o'er the dark wave the red lightning is gleaming,
Nor hope lends a ray, the poor seaman to cherish,

We fly to our Maker,—Save, Lord, or we perish

!

2. Jesus, once rock'd on the breast of the billow,

Aroused by the shriek of despair from thy pillow,

—

Now seated in glory, the mariner cherish,

Who cries, in his anguish,—Save, Lord, or we perish

!

3. And, 0, when the whirlwind of passion is raging,

When sin in our hearts its sad warfare is waging,
Then send down thy grace, thy redeemed to cherish

;

Rebuke the destroyer,—Save, Lord, or we perish

!
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Child of sin and sorrow, Fill'd with dismay,
Wait not for to-morrow, Yield thee to-day

;

Child of sin and sorrow, Hear and o - bey.

Heaven thee come.While room

;

bids yet there 's

404.
Come to the Saviour to-day.

1. Child of sin and sorrow,
Fill'd with dismay,

Wait not for to-morrow,
Yield thee to-day

;

Heaven bids thee come,
While yet there 's room

;

Child of sin and sorrow,

Hear and obey.

2. Child of sin and sorrow,

Why wilt thou die?

Come, while thou canst borrow
Help from on high :

Grieve not that love,

Which from above,

Child of sin and sorrow,

Would bring thee nigh.

EMIL. 66,86,88. Arranged for this work,
By E. C. Gaebler.
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2. Be -yond the flight of time, Be - yond this vale of death, There
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405.
Friends separated for a season.

3. There is a world above,

Where parting is unknown
;

A whole eternity of love,

Form'd for the good alone

:

And faith beholds the dying here
Translated to that happier sphere.

4. Thus star by star declines,

Till all are pass'd away,
As morning high and higher shines,

To pure and perfect day

;

Nor sink those stars in empty night,

—

They hide themselves in heaven's own
light.



186 PRAISE. 884,884. e.c. gabbler.
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OUR STRONG ABODE.

406.
Tribute of gratitude.

187

1. Father of spirits ! hear our prayer

;

Our life, our hope, our comforter,

Our strong abode

:

To thee our thankful hearts we raise,

And humbly, gladly hymn thy praise,

Preserver, God

!

2. Thy gentle hand hath smoothed our
Fed and sustain'd us day by day; [way;

In thee we move

:

may thy mercies, Lord, inspire

Our hearts with gratitude, and fire

Our souls with love.

LOVEST THOU ME? 7s.

1. Hark, my soul, it is the Lord ; 'T is thy Saviour,—hear his word

;

2. "I de - liver'd thee when bound,And,when wounded, heal'd thy wound

;
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Sought thee wand'ring, set thee right, Turn'd thy dark - ness inlli.
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ner, lov'st thou me ?
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407.
Constancy of Christ's love.

3. " Can a woman's tender care
Cease toward the child she bare?
Yes, she may forgetful be,

Yet will I remember thee.

4. " Mine is an unchanging love,

Higher than the heights above,
Deeper than the depths beneath,
Free and faithful, strong as death.

5. " Thou shalt see my glory soon,

When the work of grace is done

;

Partner of my throne shalt be :

Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me ?"

6. Lord, it is my chief complaint,

That my love is weak and faint

:

Yet I love thee and adore :

for grace to love thee more

!



In exact time.

WOODLAND. 86,886. N. D. GOULD.
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1. There is an hour of peaceful rest To mourning wand'rers given ; There is a joy for
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souls distress'd, A balm for every wounded breast,
—

'Tis found above in heaven.
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408.
The land of rest.

2. There is a home for weary souls

By sin and sorrow driven,

When toss'd on life's tempestuous shoals,

Where storms arise and ocean rolls,

And all is drear but heaven.

3. There faith lifts up the tearless eye,

To brighter prospects given
;

And views the tempest passing by,

The evening shadows quickly fly,

And all serene in heaven.

4. There fragrant flowers immortal bloom,
And joys supreme are given

;

There rays divine disperse the gloom
;

Beyond the confines of the tomb
Appears the dawn of heaven.

409.
Sabbath evening.

1. How blest the sabbath-evening time,

Sweet precious moments given !

So peaceful, holy, so divine,

We seem almost to hear the chime
Foretelling morn in heaven.

2. Sweet Sabbath eve ! day after day
In weakness we have striven

;

But strengthen'd, now, we greet thy ray,

It lights for us the narrow way
That leads to peace in heaven.

3. Sweet Sabbath eve ; sweet Sabbath eve

;

Dearest of all the seven !

We love thee, yet we do not grieve

That earth's fair scenes we soon must
For home—our home in heaven, [leave
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By E. C. Gaebler.
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410.
27ie evening sacrifice.

2. With prayer, our humble praise we
For mercies day by day

;

[bring,

Lord, teach our hearts thy love to sing

;

Lord, teach us how to pray

:

All that we have we owe to thee,

—

Thy debtors through eternity.

3. Thou, blessed God, hast been our guide,

Through life our guard and friend

;

Yet still, throughout life's wearied tide,

Preserve us to the end;
And when this life's sad journey 's past,

Receive us to thyself at last.

4. In our Redeemer's name, for all

These blessings we implore
;

Prostrate, Lord, before thee fall,

And gratefully adore

:

Bend from thy throne of earth and skies,

And bless our evening sacrifice.

411.
Sabbath morn.

1. How calm and beautiful the morn,
That gilds the sacred tomb,

Where once the Crucified was borne,
And veil'd in midnight gloom

!

weep no more the Saviour slain
;

The Lord is ris'n—he lives again.

2. How tranquil now the rising day

!

'T is Jesus who appears,
A risen Lord, to chase away
Your unbelieving fears

:

0, weep no more your comforts slain,

The Lord is ris'n—he lives again.

3. And when the shades of evening fall,

When life's last hour draws nigh,

If Jesus shines upon the soul,

How blissful then to die

:

Since He is ris'n who once was slain,

Ye die in Christ to live again.
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CHORAL.
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Cheer -ful smiles Make the while, Wei - come " home, sweet home."
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412.
Loved ones meeting at home.

1. ! how sweet,

Friends to meet,
When day's toil is done

!

Cheerful smiles

Make the while,

Welcome " home, sweet home."

2. Busy care

Comes not there,

Dark'ning love-lit eyes,

When are heard
Gentle words,

From the lips we prize.

3. Seek not gold

;

Gifts untold

Cannot bliss impart

:

Love alone

Wakes the tone,

Making glad the heart.

4. Love that guides,

Where abides

Joy almost divine

;

When we say,

Every day,

Yes, thy will be mine.

5. Beaming light,

Sunshine bright,

From the spirit land,

Marks the hours,

Scattering flowers,

'Mid the household band.

6. " Home, sweet home :"

Ever come
Thoughts of heaven to me,

When in prayer,

Gather'd there,

Loving ones I see.



¥HEX SHALL WE MEET AGAIN ?

-I
Not too fast

W. MAIilE. 191
From the Devotional Harmonist, by permission.
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3. Up to that world of light

Take us, dear Saviour

!

May we all there unite,

Happy forever

!

Where kindred spirits dwell,

There may our music swell,

And time our joys dispel

—

Never—no, never!

413.
When shall we meet again*

4. Soon shall we meet again,

Meet ne'er to sever;

Soon will peace wreath her chain
Round us forever

:

Our hearts will then repose

—

Secure from worldly woes ;

Our songs of praise shall close

—

Never—no, never!
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THE CHRISTIAN'S REQUIEM.
REV. W. F. FARRINGTON.
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THE DYING CHRISTIAN.

414.
Bound for the mansion of rest.

2. Spirit ! look not on the strife,

Or the pleasures of earth with regret

;

Nor pause on the threshhold of immortal life,

To mourn for the day that is set.

3. Spirit ! no fetters can bind,

No wicked have power to molest

;

Like the weary, like thee—there mourners shall find

A heaven, a mansion of rest

!

193

THE SOUL'S REST. C. M. C. DINGLEY.
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Calm on the bo-som of thy God, Dear spi - rit, rest thee now;
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415.

CaZm on the bosom, of God.

1. Calm on the bosom of thy God,
Dear spirit, rest thee now

;

E'en while with ours thy footsteps trod,

His seal was on thy brow.

13

2. Dust, to its narrow home beneath

;

Soul, to its rest on high ;

They that have seen thy look in death,

No more may fear to die.



194 TRIUMPH. REV. A. D. MERRILL.
Arranged for this work, by E. C. GAEBLER.
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416.

Joyful in hope of resting at home.

1. Joyfully, joyfully, onward I move,

Bound for the land of bright spirits above
;

Angelic choristers sing as I come,

—

Joyfully, joyfully, haste to thy home.

Soon, with my pilgrimage ended below,

Home to the land of bright spirits I go :

Pilgrim and stranger no more shall I roam,

—

Joyfully, joyfully, resting at home.

2. Friends fondly cherish'd have pass'd on before
;

"Waiting, they watch me approaching the shore

;

Singing, to cheer me through death's chilling gloom,

Joyfully, joyfully, haste to thy home.

Sounds of sweet melody fall on my ear

;

Harps of the blessed, your voices I hear !

Eings with the harmony, heaven's high dome,

—

Joyfully, joyfully, haste to thy home.

3. Death, with thy weapons of war, lay me low

Strike, king of terrors, I fear not the blow

;

Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb

;

Joyfully, joyfully, will I go home.

Bright will the morn of eternity dawn
;

Death shall be banish'd, his sceptre begone

:

Joyfully, then, shall I witness his doom,

Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home.



196 JORDAN. C. M. [double.]
Arranged for this work,
By E. C. Gaebleb.
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1. On Jordan's stormy banks I stand, And cast a wish-ful eye
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To Canaan's fair and hap -py land, Where my pos-ses-sions lie.
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2?i« promised land.

3. There generous fruits that never fail,

On trees immortal grow

;

There rock, and hill, and brook, and vale,

With milk and honey flow.

4. O'er all those wide, extended plains
Shines one eternal day

;

There God the Son forever reigns,

And scatters night away.

5. No chilling winds, or pois'nous breath,
Can reach that healthful shore

;

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death,
Are felt and fear'd no more.

6. When shall I reach that happy place,

And be forever blest ?

When shall I see my Father's face,

And in his bosom rest ?

7. Fill'd with delight, my raptured soul

Would here no longer stay

:

Though Jordan's waves around me roll,

Fearless I 'd launch away.

418.
Consolations in sickness.

1. When languor and disease invade
This trembling house of clay,

'Tis sweet to look beyond my pains,

And long to fly away ;

—

2. Sweet to look inward, and attend

The whispers of his love

;

Sweet to look upward, to the place

Where Jesus pleads above ;

—

3. Sweet to look back, and see my name
In life's fair book set down ;

Sweet to look forward, and behold

Eternal joys my own j

—
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Sweet fields ar-ray'd in liv -ing green, And riv-ers of de - light.

4. Sweet to reflect how grace divine

My sins on Jesus laid

;

Sweet to remember that his blood
My debt of suffering paid ;

—

5. Sweet to rejoice in lively hope,

That, when my change shall come,
Angels shall hover round my bed,

And waft my spirit home.

6. If such the sweetness of the stream,
What must the fountain be,

Where saints and angels draw their bliss

Directly, Lord, from thee.

419.
Mourning departed joys.

1. Sweet was the time when first I felt

The Saviour's pard'ning blood
Applied to cleanse my soul from guilt,

And bring me home to God.

2. Soon as the morn the light reveal'd,

His praises tuned my tongue;
And when the evening shades prevail'd,

His love was all my song.

3. In prayer my soul drew near the Lord,

And saw his glory shine

;

And when I read his holy word,
I call'd each promise mine.

4. But now, when evening shade prevails,

My soul in darkness mourns

;

And when the morn the light reveals,

No light to me returns.

5. Rise, Lord, and help me to prevail

;

make my soul thy care

;

I know thy mercy cannot fail ;

—

Let me that mercy share.



198 EIN> FESTE BURG.
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CHOKAL.

5*?t»
i
s—£-

M. LUTHER.
Arranged for this work.

fcrfc:
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A strong tower is the Lord our God, To shel-ter and de - fend
Our shield his arm, our sword his rod, Against our foes be - friend us

:

3±±d:

ppt|if|pipilili£l

That Ancient En - e - my—His gath'ring powers we see, His ter - rors and his

mm^^^l^mF F
:

m=s=&

s& n-LS--I
I I

v * -O-
earth, but Heaven shall send us

!

38^1d*m
Note.—This famous Hymn, composed by Martin Luther on his way to Augsburgh, A. D. 15.10,

was aung during the Diet, in all the churches of Saxony. The purpose of the following lines

is, in place of a strict translation, to present the emphatic sentiments, in the noble, but pecu-

liar metre, of the original. This will be appreciated by those, who, familiar with the music,
whieh the same great occasion struck out from the same great soul, thirst for words that they
may sing thereto with the understanding.
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420.

Ein" fcstt Burg ist unser Ootte.

(A strong tower is the Lord our God.)

1. A strong tower is the Lord our God,

To shelter and defend us
;

Our shield his arm, our sword his rod,

Against our foes befriend us

:

That Ancient Enemy

—

His gath'ring powers we see,

His terrors and his toils

;

Yet vict'ry with its spoils,

Not earth, but Heaven shall send us

!

2. Though wrestling with the wrath of hell,

No might of man avail us,

Our captain is Immanuel,

And angel-comrades hail us

!

Still challenge ye his name ?

' Christ in the flesh who came"

—

" The Lord, the Lord of hosts I"

Our cause his succour boasts

;

And God shall never fail us

!

3. Though earth by peopling fiends be trod,

Embattled all, yet hidden,

—

And though their proud usurping god

O'er thrones and shrines have stridden,

—

Nay ! let them stand reveal'd,

And darken all the field,

—

We fear not ; fall they must

!

The Word, wherein we trust,

Their triumph hath forbidden.

4. While mighty truth with us remains,

Hell's arts shall move us never

;

Nor parting friendships, honours, gains,

Our love from Jesus sever

:

They leave us when they part

—

With Him—a peaceful heart

;

And when from dust we rise,

Death yields us, as he dies,

The crown of life forever

!



200 THE FAMILY BIBLE. T. RICKARD.

•yfciMptn itW&t
^r r C r

*
' S i -t T c r f 'p

I J U. J ' * ^
'

i 1

1. This book is all that 's left me now ! Tears will un - bid - den start

;

W~:w^w=^t—w- 1PJ

With fait -'ring lip and throbbing brow, I press it to my heart

£±-
=±p4=l

F

For ma - ny ge - ne - ra-tions past, Here is our family - tree

;

IEEE



THE FAMILY BIBLE, [continued.] 201

5
ii J. p i p p-

*r*z*
j_j 5 - j. B. rtr'-c f

My mother's hands this Bi - Tble clasp'd ; She, dying, gave it me
n

j»| 1 J
:[d::*tu£
s S

421.

2%e 2?t6£e owr counsellor and guide.

2. Ah ! well do I remember those

Whose names these records bear

;

Who round the hearth-stone used to close

After the evening prayer,

And speak of what these pages said,

In tones my heart would thrill

!

Though they are with the silent dead,

Here are they living still

!

3. My father read this holy book

To brothers, sisters dear

;

How calm was my poor mother's look,

Who loved God's word to hear.

Her angel face—I see it yet

!

What thronging mem'ries come

!

Again that little group is met
Within the halls of home

!

4. Thou truest friend man ever knew,

Thy constancy I 've tried

;

Where all were false, I found thee true,

My counsellor and guide.

The mines of earth no treasures give

That could this volume buy

:

In teaching me the way to live,

It taught me how to die.



202 THE MOTHER'S VOW. a waters.
Poetry by E. BRADFORD. Arranged as a Quartette, by E. C. GAEBLER.

^$3£^gmm^m
1. I saw a lit -tie suff'rer lie, Up - on its era - die bed;
And bending o'er that infant's couch, A fair young mother wept

:

$-4*
ttilpmm
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-vim

yjvjisn \
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Disease had stamp'd with early blight ; The rose of health had fled

:

Her heart flow'd out in anguish'd words, While she her vi - gil kept,-

—^^'-"--'-"-T-F-^-t^F-H-
1 !

y^.-H4TF
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»

** i=t

jffiRflr'WW8
While she her vi - gil kept,—While she her vi

" ±=fc±=fc
gil kept.
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422.

The dying boy restored.

2. " 0, must my boy, my loved one, die?

—

0, must he haste away?
And must I give him to the tomb,

In life's fair opening day ?

—

Just as he twines his tiny arms
Around his mother's neck,

0, must the ties of new-born love

Thus early snap and break ?

3. " 0, God, in pity spare my boy,

—

Take not my only son

:

I cannot live upon the earth,

Without my darling one !

I cannot, cannot give thee up,

My heart's love and delight

!

How can I give thee to the tomb,
And death's long, cheerless night ?"

4. A frenzied gleam lit up her eye,

—

Despair came o'er her heart

;

She caught her darling to her breast,

To shield him from death's dart.

And as the breath came slow and short,

And eyes of blue grew dim,
That mother's voice went up to God,
And thus she vow'd to Him :

—

5. " God, if in this heart enshrined,

—

The object of each thought,

—

I 've made thy gift an idol there,

The Giver quite forgot ;

—

Forgive the sin—0, spare my child

!

Henceforth my aim shall be,

To take this idol from its throne,

And give my heart to thee."

5. God heard her prayer of agony,
In mercy on her smiled

;

He gave him back to life once more,

—

In pity spared her child.

Like some chill'd plant the boy revived,
The rose-bud of her love

;

But 0, remember'd she the vow,
She made to God above ?



204 THE LAST BEAM IS SHINING. Portuguese.

Sf:— Hi:^k~

Fading, still fading, the last beam is shining ; Fa - ther in heaven, the

^g=^*±g:=S5:5f^=J^
;
±|^g:S-J=*fSzjrj:i

Fa - ther in heaven, hear when we call ; Hear for Christ's sake.who is

:«== =fc tf f #:

day is de - cli - ning : Safety and in - no-cence fly with the light, Tempt-

Sa-viour of all : Feeble and fainting, we trust in thy might ; In

aa -
:* m=H=W=E
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a - tion and dan-ger walk forth with the night : From the fall of the

r
i i i i i

i
* *-

doubting and dark-ness thy love be our light : Let us sleep on thy

*£&*=* =t
3=X

:p=:p: H^Hl
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shade, till the morning bells chime, Shield me from danger, save me from

J UA-, L

breast while the night-taper burns ; Wake in thy arms when the morning re-

m

-#-m^^ .0—0-
z^zzzrlza ZZH2I e—*=^p£=Z .0—0-

.

crime. Fa - ther, have mer - cy,—Fa-ther, have mer - cy,—Fa-ther, have

j 1 .« i ; . .j ! . .. \ , d j j

i i i i
j

i

i i i i r • i

turns. Fa - ther, have mer - cy,—Fa-ther, have mer - cy,—Fa-ther, have

*= 0—9- =fapu d d 1
- - 1 * * #T

Second verse.

=*
r rif r. jjju-u t „n

mer - cy—thro' Je - sus Christ, our Lord.

Ritando.

1 1 I n-n
Ritando

#—d
1

—

mm^mmi^m^
A - - men.

3H
mer - cy—thro 7 Je - sus Chri3t, our Lord.

j r nf f i^Tt -
i „ i • 1 1
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M'KENDREE. 10, 3, 8. d. nmup-.

/<—-v Newly arranged for this work.

L I- 1 - in?^ISSEa
?szp:

*r*-?*mr^m*: i

1. There is a home, a home fadeless and bright, Far a-way,—Far a-

-~r£7&-*-rP—O—,mm&m -0T -**>-

5CP
1

rw| i ^-^ ^^ i i i i i
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way ; There is no dark, no dark and stormy night, Far a-way,—Far a-

ci^fediEiE:E=|ziEE£i=r£rE£±p^FH=
if=t:^.-f

424.
A home far away.

2. Then let the storm, the storm be wild and long

—

Jesus loves,—Jesus loves

;

And this shall be, shall be my daily song,

—

Jesus loves,—Jesus loves

:

He loves, he loves ; I know, I feel,

Frail as I am, he loves me still.

may I do his blessed will

!

Jesus loves,—Jesus loves.

3. And then at home, at home we soon shall be

—

Far away,—Far away

;

From care and pain, from pain will soon be free,

—

Far away,—Far away

;

There tears of grief are never known,
And swiftly we are passing on
To that bright land we call our own,

Far away,—Far away.
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,. JJ, Tenor or Alto.
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way : For Jesus said, "I will prepare The child of earth a dwelling fair
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O may I have a mansion there,

— - |—f~7»5-;—:—«f-

Far a -way,—Far a - way.
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425.
Weep not for me—All is v:ell.

1. What 's this that steals, that steals upon my frame ?

Is it death?—Is it death?
That soon will quench, will quench this vital flame?

Is it death ?—Is it death ?

If this be death, I soon shall be
From every pain and sorrow free

—

I shall the King of glory see

!

All is well,—All is well.

2. Weep not,my friends,my friends, weep not for me

;

All is well,—All is well

;

My sins are pardon'd, pardon'd ; I am free

!

All is well,—All is well

:

There 's not a cloud that doth arise,

To hide my Saviour from my eyes—
I soon shall mount the upper skies

!

All is well,—All is well.



MORNING HYMN. 6s & 5s. bpaotwaib.

1. Thro' thy pro-tecting care, Kept till the dawn-ing, ) n ., . ~ .

Taught to draw near in prayer.Heed we the morn-ing : J
° thou ^"eat 0ne in Three.^m^rt^m

f r f 'r r rvTfy f ftr r r'jffi
le morn-ing.Glad - ly our souls would be Ev- er-more praising thee, God of the

r
426.

Divine
j

2. God of our sleeping hours,

Watch o'er us waking

;

All our imperfect powers
In thy hands taking

:

protection.

In us thy work fulfil,

Be with thy children still

;

Those who obey thy will,

Never forsaking.

ZOLLSEK.THE HOMESTEAD.

r-£3 i».r ?0\0i'*.zzz4
:

pan rstq

n Andante.

1. In the homestead, how sweet ! On the mountains there to stray, On the

2. In the homestead, how swet2. In the homestead, how sweet ! Where we lived so free from care, There.in

+ * V +~

W±¥
:!—J^
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rocks whence streams are flowing, In the valleys greenly growing, Where the

uuu
mer - ry sports and roving, Pass'd our happy days in lov-ing, There my

* * —u-

gig§gm
kine and lamb-kins meet—In the home-stead, how sweet, In the

9+ P- P- . ^ |^
^

,

fa-ther'scot I greet—In the home-stead, how sweet, In the

>*f r e y

M

P
homestead, how sweet!

f=:^f=:-_-,f::ffi
homestead, how sweet!

427.
7n the Homestead.

3. In the homestead, how sweet

!

Where the skies are bright and fair,

Where we play'd in childhood's hours,

Where we gather'd mountain flowers,

Where the true and loving meet

—

In the homestead, how sweet

!

4. In the homestead, how sweet

!

Might I turn my wand'ring feet.

Through the rocky pathway climbing,

Where the sheep-bells low are chiming,.

Smiling faces there I M meet

—

In the homestead, how sweet

!

14



210 HERE IS NO REST.
Arranged for this work, by C. DING LEY.
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1. Here, o'er the earth, as a stran-ger I roam : Hen1. Here, o'er the earth, as a stran-ger I roam ; Here is no rest,—is no
Here as a pil-grim I wan - der a - lone ; Yet I am blest,—I am

&*4f C i* rTi»U frU
My heart doth leap while I hear Je-sus say, There, there is rest,—there is

FINE.^m D. C.

:fc=£
j^z^—W a

FINE. H h HV D - c -

*
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rest:

blest

:

FINE.

For I look for -ward to that glo-rious day,

When sin and sor - row will van - ish a - way

;

D. c.

HH
rest.

_ —9—»—#— 1--
:t:

j—p.
t

428.
Labour on earth—Rest in heaven.

2. Here fierce temptations beset me around ; Here is no rest,—is no rest

:

Here I am grieved while my foes me surround ; Yet I am blest,—I am blest.

Let them revile me and scoff at my name,
Laugh at my weeping—endeavour to shame

;

I will go forward, for this is my theme,—There, there is rest,—there is rest.

3. Here are afflictions and trials severe ; Here is no rest,—is no rest

:

Here I must part with the friends I hold dear ; Yet I am blest,—I am blest.

Sweet is the promise I read in His word,

—

Blessed are they who have died in the Lord ;

—

They have been call'd to receive their reward ;—There, there is rest,—there is rest.

4. This world of cares is a wilderness state ; Here is no rest,—is no rest

;

Here I must bear from the world all its hate ; Yet I am blest,—I am blest.

Soon shall I be from the wicked released,

—

Soon shall the weary forever be blest,

—

Soon shall I lean upon Jesus's breast—There, there is rest,—there is rest.
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1.

3.

VENTTE, EXULTEMUS DOMIXO. Ps. 95.

come, let us sing un-
|
to the

|
Lord

;

Let us heartily rejoice in the
|
strength of

|
our sal-

|
vation. 2.

For the Lord is a
|
great —

|
God

;

And a great
|
King a-

|
bove all

|

gods. 4.

5. The sea is his,
|
and he

|
made it

;

And his hands pre-
|
pared . . the

|
dry—

|
land. 6.

7. For he is the {
Lord our

|
God

;

And we are the people of his pasture,
|
and the

|
sheep . . of his

|
hand.

10. Glory be to the Father, and
[
to the

|
Son,

And
|
to the

|
Ho-ly

|
Gho3t; 11.

mm
=F=f=

HiiillliiF=F
2.

G.

Let us come before his presence
|
with thanks-

|
giving

:

And show ourselves
|

glad in
|
him with

|
psalms. 3.

In his hand are all the corners
|
of the

|
earth

;

And the strength of the
|
hills is

|
his —

|
also. 5.

come, let us worship,
|
and fall

|
down

;

And kneel be-
|
fore the

|
Lord our

|
Maker. 7.

worship the Lord in the
|
beauty . . of

|
holiness

;

Let the whole earth
|
stand in

|
awe of

|
him. 9.

For he cometh, for he cometh to
|
judge the

|
earth;

And with righteousness to judge the world, and the
|

truth. 10.

peo-ple
J
with his

11. As it was in the beginning, is now, and
|
ev - er

|
shall be,

World without
|
end. A-

|
men. A-

| men.

Note. The bars ( | ) separate the words sung to the chanting note from those sung in the
cadence. The dots (. .) show to which note of the cadence the words are sang, when there
are more than two syllables. The dash (—) shows that the word is to be prolonged through-
out the measure.



212 NO. 2. CHANT. DR. JACKSON.
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JUBILATE DEO. Ps. 100.

1. be joyful in the Lord,
|
all ye I lands

;

Serve the Lord with gladness, and come before his
|
pre-sence

| "with a | song.

2. Be ye sure that the Lord
|
he is

|
God:

It is he that hath made us, and not we ourselves ; we are his people
|
and

the
|
sheep . . of his

|
pasture.

3. go your way into his gates with thanksgiving, and into his
J
courts with

|

praise

;

Be thankful unto him, and speak
j
good of

|
his—

|
name.

4. For the Lord is gracious, his mercy is
J
ev - er-

|
lasting

;

And his truth endureth from gene-
|
ration . . to

|

ge - ne- | ration.

Glory be to the Father, &c.

No. 3.

:fc

CHANT

ft-4 1J JU-4
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BENEDIC, ANIMA MEA. Ps. 103.

1. Praise the Lord,
|

my |
soul;

And all that is within me
|

praise his | ho - ly
|
name.

2. Praise the Lord,
|

my
|
soul

;

And for-
|
get not |

all his
|
benefits

;

3. Who forgive th | all thy
|
sin,

And | healeth . . all |
thine in-

|
firmities

;

4. Who saveth thy
|
life . . from de- | struction

;

And crowneth thee with | mercy . . and | lov - ing- 1 kindness.

5. praise the Lord, ye angels of his, ye that ex-
|
eel in | strength

;

Ye that fulfil his commandment.and hearken unto the | voice—
|
of his

6. praise the Lord, all
|
ye his | hosts

;

Ye servants of
|
his that

|
do his

|
pleasure.

7. speak good of the Lord, all ye works of his, in all places of
|
his do -| minion.

Praise thou the j Lord, —
| my |

soul. Glory be to the Father, &c.

word.
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BENEDICTUS. Luke I, 68-71.

Blessed be the Lord
|
God of

|
Israel

;

For he hath visited
|
and re-

j
deemed . . his

|
people :

And hath raised up a mighty sal-
|
va - tion

| for us,

In the house
|
of his

|
ser - vant

|
David

:

As he spake by the mouth of his
|
ho - ly

|
prophets,

Which have been
|
since the

|
world be-

|
gan

:

That we should be saved
|
from our

|
enemies,

And from the
|
hand of j all that

|
hate us. Glory be, &c.

No. 5. CHANT TALLIS.

ll\*\ * J l
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c
DEUS mSEREATUR. Ps. 67.

1. God be merciful unto
|
us, and

|
bless us

;

And show us the light of his countenance, and be } merci . . ful
|
un - to |

us

2. That thy way may be
|
known up- . . on

|
earth

;

Thy saving
|
health a- |

mong all
|
nations.

3. Let the people praise
|
thee, | God

;

Yea, let
|
all the

|
peo - pie

|
praise thee.

4. let the nations rejoice
|
and be

|
glad;

For thou shalt judge the folk righteously, and govern the | na - tions

up - on
|
earth.

5. Let the people praise | thee, | God

;

Yea, let
j
all the

|
peo - pie

|
praise thee.

6. Then shall the earth bring
|
forth her | increase

;

And God, even our own
|
God, shall

|
give us . . his

| blessing.

7. God
|
— shall

| bless us

;

And all the ends of the j world shall
| fear — |

him. Glory be, &c.
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msn
PSALM 23.

1. The Lord is my shepherd ; 1 1 shall not
|
want.

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures ; he leadeth me beside the still
|

wa |
ters.

2. He restoreth my soul ; he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his
|

name's —
|
sake.

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no
evil ; for thou art with me ; thy rod and thy staff they

|
com - fort

|
me.

3. Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies ; thou
anointest my head with oil ; my

|
cup . . runneth

|
over.

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life : and I will

dwell in the house of the Lord, for-
|
ev

|
er.

1

1 A-
|
men.

CHANT DR. CLARKE.

J J:

G

-O-
_G.

-O-
men.

-G-

^lFTP^=¥^m
PSALM 121.

1. I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence
|
coraeth . . my |

help.

My help cometh from the Lord, which made
j
heaven and

|
earth.

2. He will not suffer thy foot to be moved. He that keepeth thee]will not|slumber.

Behold, he that keepeth Israel shall not
|
slumber . . nor

|
sleep.

3. The Lord is thy keeper ; the Lord is thy shade upon thy | right — | hand.
The sun shall not smite thee by day, nor the

|
moon by |

night.

4. The Lord shall preserve thee from all evil ; he shall pre- | serve thy |
soul.

The Lord shall preserve thy going out, and thy coming in, from this time

forth, and even for- 1 ev - er- 1 more.
1

1 A-
|
men.



INDEX OF SUBJECTS.

THE FIGURES REFER TO THE HYMNS.

Abba, Father, 181, 298.

Absence of the Spirit lament-
ed, 45.

Accepted time, 269.

Adoration, 246, 274, 351.

Afflictions, 162, 344, 373.

All is well, 425.

All things loss for Christ, 27.

Altar, evening, 108.

Anointed, 387.

Anticipation, 381.

Asleep in Jesus, 266.

Assurance, bliss of, 270.

A strong tower, 420.

Author of faith, 64.

Baptism, 211.

Baptism of children, 158,

209.

Baptized into Christ, 48.

Bethel, God of, 41.

Bethel, seamen's, 354.

Bible, family, 421.

Bible, precious, 61.

Blessing of God necessary to

success, 207.

Blessings, national, 229.

Boast not of to-morrow, 66.

Bond of perfectness, 132.

Born to die, 146.

Bosom of Jesus, 401.

Bread, living, 217.

Brink of fate, 307.

Calm on the bosom of God,
415.

Child of grace, 75.

Child of sorrow, 404.

Children, blessings on, 289.

Children called by Christ,

138.

Children claimed by God, 157.

Children left to God, 32 i.

Christ all in all, 310.

Christ a present aid, 161.

Cfirist, forsaking all for, 178.

Christ liveth in the heart,

319.

Christ risen, 313.

Christian, the, lives to Christ,

5.

Christians parting, 135.

Christ's coming, 362.

Christ's day small, 337.

Christ's presence at the table,

133.

Christ's reign, 315.

Closet, 42, 43, 44, 106.

Comforter, the Great, 83.

Communion, 370.

Confidence in the promises,

184.

Consolation in sickness, 418.

Constancy of Christ's love,

407.

Covenant, remembered, 46.

Creation invited to praise

God, 279.

Creation, new, 349.

Cross sprinkled with blood,

331.

Daily duties, 231.

Darkly, through a glass, 163.

Death, Christ's presence in,

226.

Death conquered, 135.

Death of a brother, 371.

Death of children, 63, 325.

Death of friends, 308.

Death of the righteous, 271.

Death, the second, 179.

Dedication of self, 222.

Delight in God, 196.

Deliverance desired, 187.

Desolate, 394.

Devotions, evening, 154.

Devotions, habitual, 107.

Devotions, morning, 152, 153.

Discipleship, test of, 96.

Disconsolate, 394.

Dismission, 352, 363.

Divine protection, 426.

Doxologies, 15, 37, 91, 247,

305, 312, 356, 367.

Dying Christian, 346.

Early dead, 326.

Earthly things vain, 267.

Easter Sunday, 125.

Ebenezer, 345.

Espousals to Christ, 210.

Evening, 311, 341, 374.

Evening light, 58.

Evening reflections, 168.

Evening sacrifice, 21, 35.

Evening, song of, 20.

Examination, 259.

Expostulation, 398.

Exulting in God's favour, 386.

Family consecration, 206.

Family meeting, 180.

Father of spirits, 406.

Fathers, our, where are they?
182.

Fellowship, Christian, 186.

First love lost, 111.

Following the Lamb, 379.

Footsteps guarded, 11.

Fountain, blessed, 76.

Fountain filled with blood,

15.

Fountain of life, 129.

Frailty of life, 115.

Friends , departed, 405.

Friends in heaven, 85.

Friends, parting, 254.

Funeral hymn, 343.

Gates of death, 332.

Glittering treasures, 387.

Glory begun on earth, 166.

God, a refuge, 274.

God, a shield, 275.
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God, attributes of, 56, 57.

God, fulness of, 2.

God held with a trembling
hand, 59.

God moves in a mysterious
way, 97.

God, my life, 142.

God, my supporter, 104.

God, our Father, 13, 165.

God, our help, 62.

God, our portion, 90, 245.

God, our sun, 215.

God, riches of his word, 118
God ruleth well, 176.

God, sovereign of the storms,

253.

God, spring of joys, 91.

God, triumphant, 124.

God, trusting in him, 109.

God, walking with, 110.

God, word of, delightful, 293.

Grace, charming sound, 194.

Grace of God, 14.

Grace, sustaining, 230.

Gratitude, 82, 302.

Grave, the, shall restore its

trust, 277.

Greenland's icy mountains,
390.

Guardianship, 60.

Habitation, a new one, 17.

Happiness of those whom God
correcteth, 372.

Hasten, sinner, 316.

Having a desire to depart, 375.

Heart, broken, 384.

Heart, resigned, 131.

Hearts of stone, 330.

Heaven in prospect, 88, 89, 92,

93.

Heavenly Jerusalem, 368.

Heavenly joy anticipated, 364.

Heaven taken by force, 185.

Heaven will recompense our
pains, 249.

Help, or I perish, 327.

High-priest, 53.

Holiness, spirit of, 55, 177.

Holiness, way of, 218.

Holy Spirit, 95.

Home, 400.

Home, a day's march nearer,
143.

Home far away, 424.

Home in heaven, 145, 409.

Homestead, 427.

Hope of the sinner, 261.

House above. 149.

House, God's, 216.

Household consecration, 24,

136, 137, 301.

House of prayer, 12, 410.

House, the pious, 160.

Humility, 383.

I Am, 361,381.
Immutability of God, 369.

Infinite indulgence, 208.

Invitation, 287, 357.

It is finished, 365.

Jerusalem, our happy home,
73.

Jerusalem, peace of, 243.

Jesus Christ a shepherd, 320.

Jesus died for us, 40, 120.

Jesus, his everlasting love,

286.

Jesus, his name all hail, 117.

Jesus, our refuge, 339.

Jesus reigns, 214.

Jesus, the life, 33.

Jesus, the minister's strength,

16.

Jesus, we shall see him as he
is, 113.

Journey pursued, 396.

Journey, returned from, 101,

355.

Joyful in hope of rest in

heaven, 416.

Joyful meeting, 195.

Joys celestial, 413.

Judge of quick and dead, 192.

Just made perfect, 334.

Kindred spirits, 413.

Kingdom, glorious, 402.

Knowledge, 288.

Labourers, 221.

Labour on earth, 428.

Lambs of the flock, 242.

Lamb, worthy, 3.

Land, fair, 144.

Land of pure delight, 54.

Land of rest, 408.

Last beam is shining, 423.

Last resolve, 77.

Leaving all for Christ, 353.

Light of life, 323.

Little children coming to

Christ, 86, 103.

Little children in Christ's

arms, 105.

Little ones, 318.

Longing after God, 128.

Love divine, fulness of, 285,
383.

Loved ones, 412.

Love, flame of, 228.

Love of Christ, 227, 294.

Love shown in forgiveness,

212.

Manna, 350.

Meeting not to part, 300.

Memorials of grace, 257.

Mercies, morning and even-
ing, 248.

Mercy implored, 262.

Mercy-seat, 223.

Messiah's birth proclaimed,
366.

Midnight cry, 193.

Millennial year, 396.

Ministers, prayer for, 198.

Ministers sent forth, 200.

Ministers, their love for Zion,

199.

Ministers, their reward, 203.

Ministers, their success, 202.

Ministers, they sow beside all

waters, 201.

Morning hymns, 18, 19, 23,

25.

Morning light, 389.

Mortals, awake, 80.

Mourners blest, 268.

Mourners in Zion, 241.

Mourning departed joys, 419.

frame of God glorious, 171.

Name of Jesus, delight in

hearing it, 74.

Name of Jesus precious, 9.

Night of the grave, 276.

One with Christ, 321.

P\irting hour, 258.

Parting to meet again, 299.

Partners in light, 336.

Bittern, the heavenly, 393.

Peace prayed for, 188.

Perfume, his name yields, 378.

Perseverance, 197.

Pilgrim's happy lot, 304.

Pilgrim homeward bound,
256, 291.

Pilgrim, song of, 310.

Pilgrims, 29, 140, 255, 358.

Praise, ceaseless, 26.

Praise to our Maker, 295.

Prayer, 52, 172, 174, 224, 225,

314, 399.
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Prayer and watchfulness, 173,

175.

Prayer for our native land,

Prayer for sustaining grace,

251.

Prayer, house of, 191.^

Prayer in affliction, 67.

Prayer, power of, 284.

Prayer, silent, 7.

Prayer, the Lord's, 49.

Prayer, unceasing, 71.

Prayer, what, 6.

Precepts of God plain, 170.

Prince, 388.

Prince of peace, 127.

Probation run, 414.

Protection, divine, 238.

Provider near, 234.

Question, the momentous one,

306.

Quickening, the Spirit's, in-

fluences, 348.

Pace, heavenly, 122.

Redeemer, 361, 387.

Redeemer lives, 10, 148, 205.

Redeemer's praise, 1.

Religion, family, 232.

Remember me, 78.

Remembrance, grateful, 123.

Rest in heaven, 428.

Rest of the soul, 236.

Rest, the believer's, 79.

Restoration, 381.

Resurrection, certainty of, 70.

Retiring to rest, 167.

Retrospect of a year, 333.

Returning from a journey, 355.

Reverence, solemn, 220.

Rising day, 22.

Rock of ages, 322.

Sabbath, 29, 30, 31, 32, 50, 126
233, 239, 292.

Sabbath evening, 213, 240,409.
Sabbath morning, 411.

Safeguard, 36.

Saints in glory, 34.

Salvation, sound of, 130.

Sancttiary, in the, 255.

Save, Lord, 403.

Saviour, 383.

.SWoMr.Alniighty Friend, 112.

Saviour, from fear and sin, 4.

Saviour proclaimed, 296.

Searching for God in his word,
102.

Secrets of the heart, 116.

Security, 273.

Self-consecration, 156.

Servant of God rewarded, 141.

Sick prayed for, 204.

Sick restored, 205.

Solace in sorrow, 65.

Soldiers of the cross, 121.

Son, glorified, 329.

Span of life, 51.

Spirit, transforming, 359.

Star of the East, 395.

Strong abode, 406.

Sunday morning, 28.

Supplication, 260.

Sweet Home, 400.

Tears, Redeemer's, 180.

Tears wiped away, 183.

Tempest, 403.

Thanks to the Lamb, 392.

The grave no terror, 377.

The Lord will provide, 391.

The promised land, 417.

The untrodden shore, 414.

Thy will be done, 342.
Title to heaven, 120.

Tokens, 309.

Tomb, how shall I leave, 147
Tomb, welcome, 397.

Tribulations to be expected,
169.

Troubles assail, 391.

Trusting in God, 252....

United in Christ, 84, 94.

Vain man, 98.

Vanity of ear t lily things, 72.

Victory in the dying hour,
150.

Voice in every gale, 47.

Voice of free grace, 402.

Vow, mother's, 422.

Waiting for the promises, 244.

Wanderer recalled, 99.

Wanderers from bliss, 328.

Wanderers returning, 100,
134.

Watches of the night, 250.

Watchfulness, 399.

Weak hand strengthened,
164.

Will, the divine, 8, 68, 69, 155.

Wisdom from above, 272.

Wisdom, infinite, 219.

With Christ, 376.

Witness for Jesus, 335.

Word glorified, 338.

World, delusive, 385.

Worldly pleasures renounced,
347.

Worship, joy of, 215.

Wrestling Jacob, 280-283.

Year, beginning a new, 151.

Yoke, easy, 237.

Young convert, joy of, 382.

Zion surrounded, 360.
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A beam from heaven Bathurst 107

According to thy gracious....Montgomery 56

A charge to keep I have C. Wesley 74

A household band Miss H. Phillips 17

Alas! and did my Saviour Watts 21

All hail the power of Jesus' Perronet 53

All praise to Him who C. Wesley 29

All praise to our redeeming.... C. Wesley 43

All thanks to the Lamb C. Wesley 173

Almighty Maker, God Watts 73

Am I a soldier of the cross Watts 55

And am I born to die C. Wesley 66
And am I only born to die C. Wesley 132

And are we yet alive C Wesley 78

And can it be that I should C. Wesley 124

And can I yet delay C. Wesley 76
And let our bodies part C. Wesley 85

And let this feeble body C. Wesley 41

And must I be to judgment C. Wesley 52
And must this body die Watts 67

And wilt thou jet be found.... G. Wesley 79
Angels from the realms Montgomery 157

Another day is past Curtis'a Coll. 73

Appointed by thee, we meet....C. Wesley 173

Arise, my soul, arise C. Wesley 128
Arise, my soul, with Epia. Coll. 104
Around the blessed Lord... .J. W. Nichols 41

Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep 112

As pants the hart for Tate & Brady 58
A stranger in the world C. Wesley 43
As strangers here below... Conder'a Coll. 73
A strong tower is the Lord Luther 198

Author of faith, we seek C. Wesley 103

Author of good, we rest Merrick 33
Awake, my soul, and with Ken 98
Awake, my soul, stretch Doddridge 55
Awake, my soul, to meet Doddridge 16
Away, my needless fears C. Wesley 79
Away with our sorrow and C. Wesley 158
Before Jehovah's awful throne Watts 117
Before thy mercy-seat Bathurat 11
Behold the Saviour of S. Wesley, Sr. 21
Behold what condescending....Z)ooWrtc&)re 47
Being of beings, God of love... C. Wesley 6
Be it my only wisdom here C Wesley 131
Blest are the sons of peace Watta 71

Blest be the dear uniting C. Wealey 40
Blest be the tie that binds Fawcett 79
Blow ye the trumpet, blow C. Wesley 127
Brightest and best of the sons Heber 175

Paffe
By thy birth, and by thy tears... Glenelg 139
Calm on the bosom of thy God 193
Child of sin and sorrow 184
Captain of our salvation C. Wesley 123
Children, like the early Mrs. Maxwell 139
Children of the heavenly King... Cennick 134
Christians, brethren, ere....H. K. White 135
Christ, the Lord, is risen C. Wesley 135
Come and let us sweetly C. Wesley 143
Come, Father, Son, and G. Wesley 89
Come, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, To

whom C. Wesley 122

Come, Holy Ghost, come Reed's Coll. 89
Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Watts 44
Come, humble sinner, in whose Jones 36
Come, let us anew our C. Wesley 176
Come, let us ascend C. Wesley 164
Come, let us join our cheerful Watta 6
Come, let us join our friends... C. Wealey 40
Come, let us join with one C. Wesley 18
Come, let us tune our loftiest Weat 90
Come, let us use the grace G. Wealey 23
Come, my soul, thy suit Newton 135

Come, thou Traveller C. Wealey 118

Come, thou everlasting Spirit.. C. Wesley 149

Come, thou Fount of every Robinaon 148
Come, thou soul-transforming Jay 151

Come, ye disconsolate Moore 174
Come, ye sinners, poor and Hart 121, 153

Come, ye that love the Lord Watts 72

Commit thou all thy griefs J. Wesley 75
Deem not that they are blest Bryant 113

Did Christ o'er sinners weep Beddome 77

Eternal Power, whose high Watta 92
Eternal Source of joys divine Steele 56
Except the Lord our labours Bathurst 88
Fading, still fading 204
Far from my thoughts, vain Watts K>0
Far from these scenes of night Steele 65

Far from the world, O Lord Cotoper 22
Father, behold with gracious... C. Wesley 47

Father, divine, thy piercing... Doddridge 48
Father, glorify thy Son C Wesley 139
Father, I stretch my hands C. Wesley 31

Father of all, in whom alone... C. Wesley 46
Father of all, thy care we Doddridge 9S
Father of Jesus Christ, my C Wesley 28

Father, our hearts we lift C. Wesley 80
Father of spirits ! hear our Bond 186

Forever here my rest shall be.. C. Wesley 7
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Forever with the Lord Montgomery 65

Forth in thy name, Lord,.... C. Wesley 93

Fountain of life, to all below... C. Wesley 59
Friend after friend departs....Montgomery 184

From all that dwell below Watts 117

From every stormy wind that Stowell 94
From Greenland's icy mountains. ..Heber 171
From the cross, uplifted high Haweis 140
Full of trembling expectation.. C. Wesley 147
Give me the wings of faith Watts 19
Giver and Guardian of our C. Wesley 14
Give to the winds thy fears J. Wesley 75
Glory to thee, my God, this. Ken 106
Glory to thee, whose powerful. C. Wesley 106
God is our refuge and Montgomery 115
God moves in a mysterious Cowper 45
God of my life, what just C. Wesley 109
Go, watch and pray 179
Grace ! 't is a charming Doddridge 82
Gracious Redeemer, shake C. Wesley 75
Great God, attend while Zion Watts 91
Great God, let all our Heginbotham 89
Great God, now condescend Fellows 70
Great God of nations The Psalmist 97
Great God, this hallowed C. Wesley 123
Great God, to thee my evening Steele 15
Great God, Ave hail the sacred Lyte 24
Great God, where'er we Doddridge 13
Great Jehovah ! we adore thee 157
Great Shepherd of thy people Neicton 11
Guide me, thou great Oliver 154
Hail to the Lord's anointed...Montgomery 169
Happy soul, thy days are C. Wesley 148
Happy the man who finds C. Wesley 114
Happy the souls to Jesus C. Wesley 41
Hark ! my soul, it is the Lord.... Cowper 187
Hark! the voice of love and Francis 156
Hasten, Lord, the glorious time Lyte 135
Hasten, sinner, to be wise T. Scott 135
Hear, Father, hear the. .Miss H. Phillips 88
Hearts of stone, relent C. Wesley 140
Here in the body pent Montgomery 64
Here o'er the Rev. C. W. Ainsworih 210
How blest the righteous Barbauld 113
How blest the Sabbath.J/tss. H. Phillips 188
How calm and beautiful 189
How do thy mercies close C. Wesley 101
How happy are the little flock. C. Wesley 133
How happy every child C. Wesley 35
How happy is the pilgrim's J. Wesley 131
How happy the sorrowful C. Wesley 160
How sweet the hour of closing...Bath nrst 108
How oft this wretched heart Steele 61
How perfect is thy....Alteredfrom Watts 73
How precious is the book Fawcett 29|
How sad our state by nature is Watts 36
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How shall I leave my tomb C. Wesley 66
How sweet the name of Jesus Newton 10
How swift the torrent rolls....Doddridge 77

How tedious and tasteless Newton 162

How tender is thy hand Hastings 71

How vain are all things here Watts 33
How vain is all beneath Pratt's Coll. 112

I and my house will serve C. Wesley 130
If death our friends and us C. Wesley 133

I know that my Redeemer lives,

And C. Wesley 10
I know that my Redeemer lives,

What Mealry 111

I '11 praise my Maker while Watts 125

I long to behold him array'd...C. Wesley 161

I love thy kingdom, Lord Dxcight 84
I love to steal awhile away...JJ/r« Brown 22

In answer to ten thousand C. Wesley 25
In every time and place C. Wesley 63

In mercy, Lord, remember me..3foravian 20
Inspirer and hearer of prayer.... Toplady 161

In the homestead, O how sweet 208

In thy name, Lord, assembling...Jife% 156

I saw a little sufferer lie E. Bradford 202
I would not live alway Muhlenburg 177

Jerusalem! my happy home 34
Jesus, accept the praise C. Wesley 128
Jesus hath died that I might... C. Wesley 55
Jesus, I my cross have taken 150
Jesus is our common Lord C. Wesley 143

Jesus, kind, inviting Lord C. Wesley 136

Jesus, lover of my soul C. Wesley 145

Jesus, let thy pitying eye C. Wesley 166
Jesus, my all, to heaven is gone. Cennick 91

Jesus, my strength, and C. Wesley 13

Jesus, the all-restoring word... C. Wesley 19

Jesus, thou everlasting King Watts 89

Jesus, thy servants bless C. Wesley 84
Jesus, we lift our souls to thee Beck 24
Jesus, we thus obey C. Wesley 61

Jesus, while our hearts are H. B. 146
Joyfully, joyfully, onward I move 194
Leader of faithful souls, and...C. Wesley 123

Let earth and heaven agree.... C. Wesley 126
Let every tongue thy goodness Watts 27

Let Him to whom we now C. Wesley 7

Let sickness blast, let S. Wesley, jr. 105
Lift up your hearts to things... C. Wesley 17

Lo ! he conies with clouds C. Wesley 155

Lo ! on a narrow neck of C. Wesley 133

Lord, all I am is known to thee.... Watts 51

Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, Bid 149
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Fill Burder 155
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Lord, let me know mine Montgomery 63

Lord of my life, may thy Steele 17
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Lord of the Sabbath, hear us...Doddridge 102
Lord, thou wilt hear me when Watts 20
Lord, when we bend Pratt's Coll. 11
Lord, while for all mankind Wre/ord 39
Love divine, all love C. Wesley 149
Loving Jesus, gentle Lamb C. Wesley 136
May I love thee and adore thee 149
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'Mid scenes of affliction 181
'Mid scenes of confusion 180
Millions within thy courts...Montgomery 102
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My drowsy powers, why sleep Watts 21
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On thee, each morning, O my God 14
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O Thou, our Saviour, Brother... C. Wesley 103

O thou, who earnest from C. Wesley 96
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O 'tis delight without alloy Watts 34
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Our children thou dost.... Salisbury Coll. 70
Our Father, God, who art in Judson 24
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Our old companions in C Wesley 43

what a mighty change C. Wesley 77
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when shall we sweetly C. Wesley 161
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wondrous power of faithful.. C. Wesley 119
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Peace, troubled soul, thou need'st 99

Plunged in a gulf of dark Watts 58
Praise God, from whom all Ken 104

Praise the God of our salvation... Conder 152

Praise ye the Lord ! 'tis good Watts 92

Prayer is appointed to convey Hart 95

Prayer is the soul's sincere...Montgomery 8
Return, my soul, enjoy Montgomery 100
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Saviour of men, thy searching C. Wesley 96
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Shepherd divine, our wants C. Wesley 33
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Sow in the morn thy seed.... Montgomery 85
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Spirit, thy labour is o'er 192
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Ten thousand thanks to Dr. A. Hill 87
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The day is past and gone , 73

Thee, in the watches of the....C. Wesley 105

Thee, we adore, eternal Name Watts 52

The glorious armies of the Mrs. Rowe 17

The heavenly treasure now C. Wesley 50

The long-lost son, with streaming 45
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The morning light is breaking 170
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